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CHAPTBB XXV 

BKTUSN FBOM KOBBA; DITOBOB 

« 

Autunm, 1904 

ON Jiuie 30y 1904, stili in the ooean aboard the ìn- 
coming 8.8, Korea, from Yokohama, Jack London 
waa served with papera for ^'separation and maintenance.'' 
Moreover, he leamed from the inhospitable messenger that 
an attacbment had been levied by the plaìntiff npon bis 
personal property, even to bis books, **My very tools of 
trade," as he designated bis library. The attacbment 
spread to whatever fonds might be dne from bis publisbers, 
and covered bis balanoe with The Examiner for the war 
artìdes — ^all of it revenne which in bis provident integrìty 
he had songht almost solely for the benefit of bis depend- 
ents. 

He was generons nntil taken advantage of, and then — 
divinely generons stiU, even to generosity becoming, in the 
natore of thìngs, a mere dnty. Wben qnestioned as to a 
seemingly short-sìghted attitnde that might work disad- 
vantage to himself, bis philosopby dictated the following: 

**If sbonld sell off everything I possess, I wonld 

say, 'òbeap at the price/ The doUars do not amount to 
anytbing to me wbere bnman relations are concemed. I 
thìnk I am the same way with my neck. I wonld tmst it 
willingly to a friend, a dear friend, and if that friend 
shonld chop off my head, my head, roUìng on the gronnd, 
wonld say, I am snre, * Cheap at the prìoe. ' So I sbaU let 
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oertain powers remain in So-and-So's hands. If snch 
power Ì8 misusedy why, what of itt The extent of ita misnse 
wonld be as nothing to the f act that So-and-So had misused 
ììj and I pref er to give the chance. ' ' 

To Clondesley he sent a scribbied note: '^Am back, 
rushed to death, and tryìng to straighten thìngs ont. At 
present ali money tied np (eamed and nneamed) and don't 
know where l'm at." 

And thìs was not the worst. A dear and wonderfnl 
e, friend had been mthlessly named as co-respondent in the 
1^^'^"^ separation oomplaint and of oonrse there ensued ali the 
malodorons notorìety which accompanies snch attacks. A 
hne and cry went np from a hypocrìtical capitalist press, 
qnite as if Jack London were the first yonth who ever re- 
pented of a maritai mìstake. 

The girl's chief reply to the astonishìng accasations, 
as reoorded in the Bay dailies, was that the same were 
**merely vnlgar/* Jac^ grieved to the heart that bis be- 
loved frìends shonld be soiled in bis nnf ortnnate affairs, 
dedined to comment npon the latter otherwise than: ^^I 
refuse to say a word abont my separation. ... A man's 
private affairs are bis private affairs." And as mig^t be 
snrmised, the ** Herbert Wace*' of the **Letters'' was wide- 
ly qnoted. To the girl herself, Jack wrote, in part: 

''I do most eamestly hope that your name will not be linked 
any more with my troubles. It will soon die away, I believe. And 
so it goeSy I wander through lif e delivering hnrts to ali that know 
me. • • . And so one pays . . • only, it is the woman who always 
pays. 

^'ITnspoilt in yonr idealismi And think of me as nnsaved in 
my materialism. . . . However, I am changed. Though a ma- 
terìalist when I first knew you, I had the saving grace of enthu- 
siasm. That enthnsiasm is the thing that is spoiled, and I have 
become toc sorry a thing for you to remember/' 

The originai oomplaint, a lengthy arraignment 
abonnding in earìous charges, was eventnally withdrawn 
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and another, thìs time f or complete divorce instead of mere 
separatìon and maintenance, and on the gromid of sìmple 
**deBertion,'' went before the court on August 2, 1904. 
This was allowed by def anlt. Jack London not appearìng. 
Property interests were adjusted ont of court. 

Shortening down already ìnsufficient sleep, beatìng hìs 
head wìth his fiat to keep awake. Jack plunged deeper than 
aver ìnto work. For he must immediately start building 
the new home for his little girls ; and this home, in addition 
to his other driven obligations, he personally superintended. 
As if ali this were not enough, the death of Mammy Jennie/s 
husband made it incnmbent upon him to take over her 
affairs. 

The events of this summer of 1904 threw Jack into a 
melancholia that he tried to conceal under a carefree man- 
ner when with the ^'The Crowd" picnicking in the hìUs, or 
rollìcking in the Piedmont swimming baths — ^his maìn rec- 
reations. A letter to me aired his depression over the 
mìnuteness of human generosity and fair play : 

"It^s sometimes a dreary thing to sit and watch the game 
played in the small ancT petty way. One who not only takes a hand 
in the game, but calmly sits outside as well and watches, usually 
sees the small and petty way, and is content to face immediate 
loBses, knowing that the ultimate gain is hìs. It is so small, so 
pitifully small, that at worst it can produce only a passing glow 
of anger, and after that, pity only remains, and tolerance without 
confidence. — ^Oh, why can't the men and women of thìs world leam 
that playing the game in the small way is the losing way t They 
are always doomed to f ailure when they play against the one who 
plays in the large way." 

So bleak was his spirit for a while, that more than once 
he consideredy though with a terrible cheerlessness, retum- 
ing to the old order, what of love and sorrow for the babies. 
In a letter: '^Believe me, • • • it has taken ali the resolu- 
tion I could summon to prevent my going back, for the chil- 
dren's sake. I bave been sadly shaken during the last 
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f orty-eight hoorB — so shaken that it almost seemed easier 
for me to saorifioe myself for the little ones. They are 
aneh joys, sueh perfect little human creatures." Bnt in 
after years he reviewed his state at that time: ^'If I had 
gone back, it wonld have meant suicide or insanity." 

As it was, he was with the children f reqnently, either in 
their home or his own. 

My people wrote to me, in the east, that he had come 
to spend a week at Wake Bobin Lodge, and his regard for 
the beautiful mountainside had only extended. 

Manyoungiy the brightest Korean in Jack's train with 
the Japanese First Army, had been brought by him to Cali- 
fornia, for he needed just such a servitor to relieve ium of 
ali domestic frictìon in the little fiat. This boy, resourceful 
and comely, took prideful oharge from kitohen to study, 
and made entertaining an irresponsible pleasure to ^'Mas« 
ter," as he continued to designate his employer, to the play- 
fui horror of jeering friends, radicai and otherwise. Find- 
ing it usele^s, Jack gave up trying to dissuade Manyoungi 
from his long-time custom with European travelers to 
Korea, and submitted willingly to the ministrations of the 
perfect servant who assumed entire care of his wardrobe, 
even to dressing him in the moming. Jack's attitude upon 
personal service was to the effect that it saved him priceless 
minutes for work and readìng. ^'Why tie my own shoes 
when I can have it done by some one whose business it is, 
while I am improving my mind or entertaining the f ellows 
who drop ini" 

And many were the fellows who dropped in, persons 
from near and far flocking to look upon the face and bang 
upon the speech of the young writer. Jack, jealously oon- 
serving his every moment, saved hours by meeting them at 
mealtime : 

^'Manyoungi, there'll he two to dinner this evening — " 
or a dozen, or six; and the table blossomed forthwith by 
virtue of a complete set of exquisite Haviland china, with 
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Silver and crystal and napery as fanltlesa ; to ali of which 
beauty Jack, hospitality in Ma eye, had treated bis longing 
soni npon taJdng up bachelor lìf e. 

**If I had to be a servant,*' he wonld muse, **I'd be 
just auch an one aa ManyoungL He poaseaaea what I nn- 
deratand as ^the apirit of aervice' to the fineat degree." 

**The apirit of aervice'* — ^he appeared to love the quality, 
deapite the popular idea of hia aooialiam. Ont of hia own 
mouth: ^'If I were a aervant, l'd make myaelf the fineat 
aervant in the world/' 

''The Faith of Men," another aeriea of Elondike yams, 
and ninth volume on the atretching ahelf, had been pub- 
liahed by Macmillans in the aprìng, and autunm aaw ' ' The 
Sea Wolf " beaide it. The latter waa given eapecially high 
acdaim by the reviewera. However, they peraiated in 
pigeonholing it aa eaaentially ' ' a man 'a hook — ^a hook women 
would not care for;" and it waa with loud glee that Jack 
later on reoeived word that The Ladies' Home Journal had 
purchaaed aeveral thouaand copiea to be uaed aa premiuma 
to aubacribers. Meanwhile, he tried hia band at writing a 
play, baaed upon hia ahort atory **Scom of Women'* — 
f rankly an experiment. Thia play at varioua timea Intrigued 
the fancy of one and another of ''Americana foremoat ac- 
treaaea,'' but waa never performed. Beferring to the com- 
ment of one atar, Jack wrote me : 



** f in suggestion of making a stniggle between Freda and 

Mrs. E. for Capt. E., violatea the eternai art canon of UNITY. 
It 18 ANOTHER story. 

* ' I violated ali the conventional art-canona, but not one eternai 
art canon. 

''I wrote a play without a hero, without a villain, without a 
love-motif, and with two leading ladies.'' 

And to Anna Strunaky : 

''Am on third and last aet of play, adapted from 'Scom of 
Women,' to be called *The Way of Women/ Not a big effort. 
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Wouldn't dare a big effort. ' An ezperiment merely— lots of horse- 
play, etc., and every character, even Sitka Charley, ia belittled.'' 

Then, in another paragraph, conceming bis bealth : 

''I bave been workmg bard, and wbat of my pbyedcal af- 
flictiona bave been a pretty good recluse. . . • Yes, I am tbin — 
aeven pounds off weight, and soft, wbicb is equivalent io twelve 
ponnds off weìght altogetber. My grippe waa f oUowed by a nerv- 
ona itch, wbicb beat aggravated, and I was prevented from ezer- 
cising for weeks.*' 

The '^nervons itch" referred to gave Jack mnoh dia- 
qnietude both mental and physicaly and to the skin- and 
nerve-spedalists net a little thonght and experimentation. 
Under the most minnte Bcmtiny, the skin reveaied nothing 
that wouid lead to a diagnosis. Bemained only to go into 
the qnestion of nerves. The patient's dynamic habits of 
overwork in every department of bis intellectual life, and 
bis relentless limitation of repose, afforded good reason; 
on the other band, he had pursned thìs system for many 
yearsy with no such waming as the present. 

By a process of elimìnation common to bis drastic fash- 
ion, he hit upon an apparently innocent cnstom indulged for 
some months past — ^that of mnnching salted pecans and 
almonds while reading in bed. Possibly he had saturated 
himself with an excess of salt. (Physicians often reduce 
sodimn chloride in the tissnes and flnids for remediai pur- 
poses, a method known aa dechlorìdation.) He dropped this 
saline element from bis dietary. The itch disappeared. 
Besuming the nnt-refreshment, the a£E[iction took a new 
lease of bis hypersensitive surfaces, which flamed intoler- 
ably at the slightest ezertion. So acate was the disorder, 
that even the thonght of it predpitated an attack. 

After convincing himself that salt was the offending 
factor, Jack went gaily to the specialists with bis findings, 
and they agreed with bis condnsion. His diagi^osis was 
verified to his entire satisfaction when in tropic olimes re- 
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lapses foUowed long exposure to salt air and water; and 
even under a brighi California sky in long perioda of mid- 
winter yachting. 

Bnt there was no dìminishing of his woi^; rather, he 
increased the staggering pace. Having reeled off an artide 
entitled **The Yellow Perii' ' (now in oollection **Bevoln- 
tion"), in which his sage ^ews on the Asiatic sitnation were 
presented, he tackled a short novel. This was ^ * The Game, " 
which might be termed a prìzefight idyl — ^its overarching 
motif being man's eternai straggle between woman and 
career. He wrote me : 

* ' Am dowly weavìng * The Oame. * Yon would n 't think it diffi- 
eolt if you read it. Most Ukely a failure, but it is a splendid 
exercìse f or me. I am leaming more of my craft Some day I may 
master my tools.'' 

He loved the writing of it, f or, like Keats, he loved a fair 
contest between man and man. It was not f or the prize nor 
for bmtality's sake, but for the deanness of a scientific 
game — ^Anglo-Sazon sport, square and trae, as say against 
some other national sporta like bnll-fighting, where as a 
mie one conteatant ia doomed throngh trickery of auperior 
intelligence. 

He enjoyed the creating of Oenevieve, line for line. 
**Why, you'd never gaess where I got my model for her/' 
he said to me afterward. ^^She was a candy-girl in a poor 
little sweet-shop in London. I never saw auch a sUn — 
sprayed with color like your Dnchesse roaea ont the window 
there. I nsed to hnnt np a thirst for gallons of soft drinks 
jnst for excQse to go and sit at the dingy little connter and 
look shyly at her f ace, aa a ailly boy might. I did not even 
want to touch her — ^and ahe hadn't a thing in her yellow 
head to talk abont It waa jnat an abandonment to the 
prettiness and fragìlity of her English bloom." 

'^The Oame" was serialized in The Metropolitan Maga- 
zine, iOnstrated by Henry Hntt in water-colors. And Jack 
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had been rig^t : it was f or the most part a f aìlnre, so far as 
ooncemed the Amerìoan pnblia For readers lìstened io 
the nnoomprehending words of spaoe-writers who totally 
missed the big motif, and neither knew nor cared to know 
anght of '^the game" itself. Timely to the subject, I quote 
entire a lettor Jack London wrote on Angost 18, 1905, to the 
editor of the New York Times: 

**Ab one interested in the play of life, and in the mental 
procesBes of hìs f ellow-creatures, I have been somewhat amnsed by 
a certam featnre of the cnticiams of my prize-fighting story, 'The 
Game. ' This featnre is the impeachment of my realism, the chal- 
lengìng of the f aets of lif e as put down by me in that story. It is 
rather hard on a poor devil of a writer, when he has written what 
he has seen with his own eyes, or experienced in his own body, to 
have it charged that said sights and ezperiences are nnreal and 
imposaible. 

'^Bnt this is no new experienee, after alL I remember a revìew 
of 'The Sea Wolf' by an Atlantic Coast oritic who seemed very 
f andliar with the sea. Said critic langhed hngely at me because I 
sent one of my characters aloft to shift over a gaff-topsail. The 
critic said that no one ever went aloft to shift over a gaff-topsail, 
and that he knew what he was talking abont because he had seen 
many gaff-topsails shif ted over f rom the deck. Yet I, on a seven- 
months' emise in a topmast schooner, had gene aloft, I suppose, 
a hundred times, and with my own hands shifted tacks and sheets 
of gaff-topsails. 

''New to come back to 'The Oame.' As reviewed in the New 
YoA Saturdaiy Times, fault was f ound with my realism. I donbt 
ìf this reviewer has had as much ezperiaice in sneh matters as I 
have. I deubt if he knows what it is to be knocked out, or to knock 
out another man. I have had these ezperiences, and it was ont of 
these ezperiences, plus a f airly intimate knowledge of prìse-flghting 
in general, that I wrote 'The Oame.' 

I quote from the critic in the Saturday Time$: 

" 'Stili more one gently donbts in this particular 
case, that a blow delivered by Penta on the point of 
Fleming's chin could throw the latter upon the 
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padded canvas floor of the ring with enough force to 
■mash in the whole back of hìs aknll, as Mr. London 
deacribes.' 



! 



Ali I can aay in reply ia, that a yonng fighter in the very club 
deacribed in my hook, had his head smashed in this manner. Inci- 
dentally, this yonng fighter worked in a sail-loft and took remark* 
ably good care of his mother, brother and sisters. 

''And— -oh, one word more. I bave just received a letter from 
Jinuny Britt, light-weight champion of the world, in which he tells 
me that he particnlarly enjoyed 'The Game/ 'on acconnt of ita 
tmeneea to life/ 

"Very truly yours, 

"Jack London. '^ 

Jack always remained a champion of this hook of his, 
net only in view of ita snbject bnt also of his workmanship. 
When Great Britain received it with intense appreciation, 
placiàg ''this carneo of the ring" alongside other favorites 
like *'Cashel Byron's Profession," the anthor was exultant 
with vindication. And yet, only the other day in f act, I 
picked up an American newspaper dìpping in which ' ' The 
Game" was tossed aside as ''that Jack London novel with- 
ont an excase I'' 

With reference to some tentativo and evidently short- 
sig^ted criticism I had made of the mannscript, he re- 
sponded : 

**And, by the way, remember that anybody, by hard 
work, can achieve precision of hmguage, but that very few 
can achieve strength of style. What knocks E f Pre- 
cision. To be precise he has pruned away ali strengtk 
What the world wants is strength of utterance, not pre- 
cision of ntterance. B^member that abont ali the precise 
ways of saying things bave already been said ; the person 
who wonld be precise is merely an eoho of ali the precise 
people who bave gene before, and such a person 's work is 
bonnd to be colorless and insipida Think it over. Let ns 
talk ali these things over. ' ' 
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I remember, when he referred to a rosty pipe as ''a 
streak of rnst," wìshing that I had thonght of it first! 

Ere the ink was dry on the packet that ìndosed Ma 
manuscript of ^'The Game" to the editor^ he was busy upon 
memoranda for his next novel in mind, ^^White Fang." 
On December 6, 1 received a handfnl of notes by mail, with 
the f oUowing comments : 

^'Find here, and please return, the ntotif for my very next book. 
A companion to 'The Cali of the Wild/ Beginnmg at the very 
opposite end— ^volution instead of devolntion; civilization ìnstead 
of decivilization. It is distinctly NOT to be a sequel. Merely 
Bame length, dog-story, and companion story. I shall not cali it 
' Cali of the Tame, ' but shall bave title quite dissimilar to ' Cali of 
Wild.' There are lots of diffictdties in the way, but I believe I 
can make a crackerjack of it — ^have quit the play for a day to 
think about it. 

''May go East in January after ali for two or three months — 
lecturing. ' ' 

By nowy I was bade f rom the east and livìng at Wake 
Robin Lodge with my Aunt^ putting in hours a day at the 
piano. Meanwhile my services were offered to Jack in 
the matter of relieving him of typewriting, a suggestion 
that mei with glad response ; and I was thus brought into 
doser touch with his work and aims. My remuneration — 
and that a treasure — ^was the possession of his handwritten 
pages. Except for a few short stories and articles, the 
play **Scom of Women*' was my first typing for him, and 
by mail we exchanged some lively discussions of its tech- 
nique bef ore final completion. One of his lettera contains 
this lamentation : 

"I did 1000 words (dialogue and direction) on the first act of 
the play to-day. Oh, how it puzzles me and worries me, that play. 
Sometimes ali seems clear (and good) and next it seems ali rot and 
a rotten f allure. But I do n't care. Though I never get a cent for 
it, l'm learning a whole lot about play-writing.'' 
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Here are the last two 1904 oonunimications to Clondesley 
Johns: 

''1216 Telegraph Avenue, 

''Dee. 8, 1904. 

"I had to teli Black Cai that the idea of my story was not 
orìgiiial [this was ' A Nose f or the King, ' pnblished in The Black Cai 
for March, 1906, and coUected in ' When God Laughs'] having been 
told me by a Korean. So I don't know whether my chanee is 
spoiled or not 

"Snre, l'il come to stay with you — ^if I can bring Manyoungi. 
Only too glad. Expect to be down in first part of January. 

"I went to look at the Bpray to-day. First time since that night 
we carne in from Petalnma. Won't be able to get ont on her this 
year.*' 

I bave heard Jack London remark that Miss Mary 
ShaWy whom he met after a San Francisco performance of 
'^Mrs. Warrea's Professione" was the most ìntellectual 
aetress he had over talked with. And to doudesley : 

" Yes — ^met Miss Shaw — ^went to dinner. Liked her better than 
any aetress ever met." 

Every moment energy incarnate, he mshed and crowded 
as if to preclude thinking of aught except the work or re- 
creation of the moment. Speed, speed — and he begaa sav- 
ing for a big red motor-car to mend the general pace. He 
fell ili — ^another severe attack of grippe that compelled 
him to ease up ; bnt the instant his brain deared of dizziness, 
bis incredible actìvities were resnmed. And he alwalys made 
it a religious duty personally to answer every letter re- 
ceived. Often I read the foUowing, at the end of hastily 
scrawled notes to me : " This is the last of 30 [or 40, or 50] 
letters I bave jnst reeled off. * * 

And this: 

"I never had time to bore myself — ^Do you know I never 
bave a moment with myself — ^am always doing something 
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when I am alone — ^I shall work till midnight to-niglLt^ then 
bedy and read myself to sleep." 

To which I, tinged with sorrow and forebodìng: 
**You make me sad. You haven't time to live; so 
what's the nse of livingf 

One of Jack's relaxations, if the word can apply to the 
tense interest he took in game and sport, and his nnquench- 
able Joy in the pard-like beauty of an athlete, was f ollowing 
the monthly boxìng bonts at the West Oakland Athletic 
Club, the scene of the prizefight in **The Game/' A cfaar- 
acteristic incident has been offered me by a newspaperman, 
Mr. Fred Goodcell, who made his acquaintanoe one day 
when Jack had, for the first time in years, dropped in to 
see his old friend Johnny Heinold in the First and Last 
Chance. I give Mr. Goodcell's version of one evening that 
Jack described to me at the time : 

^'It was some weeks later that I met Jack agam. I cali hìm 
Jack, not because dose acquaintanceship would permit, but because 
I believe ali the world thinks of hhn in that intunate way. He 
was n 't a man to be Mìstered. 

''This second meeting was at the box office of the West Oakland 
Athletic Club. The bonts were staged in an npstairs hall, far toc 
«mail for the crowds that carne, a fire trap that would make a Hun 
bomb thrower envions, but sweating, sfaouting, smoking fight-f ans 
gathered there and cheered the 'barn and egg' boys as they slugged 
through four rounds, unless a knockout brought earlier surcease. 

''Jack was at the box office trying to buy a front seat. There 
was none to be had. Just then I arrived and with an extra press 
ticket in my pocket invited Jack to be my guest. He accepted and 
we occupied ringside seats. 

''On the card this night there was one fighter called 'The Rat.' 
I never knew him by any other name. I knew 'The Bat' to be an 
Italian huckster. ... To me he was a fifth-rate fighter, lacking 
brains to be anything better. But Jack became enthusiastic : 

" *What a beauty,' he remarked. 

" 'That's 'The Rat,' I answered. 

" 'A beauty,' he resumed, enthusiastically. 'A perfect speoi* 
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men. Can't you see itt Beaatìfully molded, yoting, full of life; 
the cautìoiu tread of an animai and perf ect Qnmnetiy in every 
limb." 

**Ab a matter of fact, 'The Rat' possessed a face that beoame 
a fighter accnstomed to taking the short end of the purse. He was 
homély — ^his face was» but Jack London looked and saw beauty in 
the perf ection of his naked body. To me he was ' The Rat ' and he 
was homely ; to Jack he was 'a beauty. ' He had seen beauty where 
I had missed it. Perhaps that is one of the secrets of bis success — 
bis ability to see more than the rest of us, to pick out the beauty 
from the drab. 

''The fight over, I asked Jack to write me a brief account of the 
show. He agreed, but bis 150 or 200 words were about 'The Rat.' 
His story, signed 'By Jack London/ was published in the Oakland 
Herald. The one story led to others. London yeamed f or the 
ringside seats, not because of any ambition to be 'up in front/ but 
because from the ringside he could bave an unobstructed view of 
the ring, could watch every blow, see everything that took place. 
And so we made a deal, I to supply a ringside seat f or each show 
and London to write a aigned story regarding the show, or some 
feature of it. This contìnued three or four months and the Jack 
London stories became big f eatures, f eatures that are undoubtedly 
to-day prized by many old-time fighters, too old now to enter the 
INidded arena, but proud that Jack London wrote about theuL*' 

In addition to ali else, he dashed off requested ^^ stories" 
for The Eooaminer, one of which was ^ ^ The Great Sooialist 
Vote Explained" — ^a similar artide going to WUshire's 
M(igazine. Many an evening was filled with a reading or 
a lectnre at this club and that One night he talked at the 
Home Club of Oakland, on Japan ; on another, he spoke at 
the Nile Club, in acknowledgment of an honorary member- 
ship; he read to the New Era Club, the men's league of the 
Methodist Church, from **The People of the Abyss*'; **The 
Cali of the Wild" of course was often asked for; and 
whenever Mr. Bamford sent out invitations to a Bnskìn 
Club dinner. Jack was ezpected to be on the f>rogram. At 
one dinner he gave them ^'The Class Stniggle," and again 
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''The Scab." Both these papers were later collected in 
'*War of the Classes,'* proof-sheets of whioh in the spring 
he sent me for correction. In among Jack's oorrespondenoe 
with me ìs laid away a little handwritten sheet from which 
he made a statement to the Boskin Club of his Socialistic 
position : 

"I am a socialista first, becanse I was bom a proletarian 
and early discovered that for the proletariat socialism ^was the only 
way out ; second, ceasing to be a proletarian and becomìng a para- 
site (an artìst parasite, if you please), I discovered that socialism 
was the only way ont for art and the artista' 

The BnsMn Club several times mentioned was oomposed 
of what might be termed the intellectual aristocracy of the 
socialists about the Bay. Its father and moving spirit was 
Professor Frederick Irons Bamford, '*the lion-hearted 
one," Jack lovingly called him, for despite an agonizingly 
supersensitive nature he was made of the stuff of martyrs. 
And to Comrade Lyon Jack one evening observed: **Bam- 
f ord is the only man in the Buskin Club who makes me f eel 
small. ' ' The Club would meet bere and there, at irregular 
intervalSy say at Piedmont Park Clnbhouse, or the Hotel 
Metropole of ''Martin Eden" fame. Notable were these 
affairs, of ten in honor of big men in the movement, as well 
as in honor of men whom the Club strove to oonvert to its 
banner. 

He would even go out of the Bay region to lecture, per- 
haps to San José where, as guest of Professor Henry Meade 
Bland, he addressed the State Normal; or to Vallejo where 
ashore from the Spray he had made f riends ; once or twice 
to Stockton, making headquarters with Johannes Beimers. 
One of Mr. Beimer&' sons f ound himself abruptly unpopular 
with his teachers because of his father 's firebrand socialist 
guest; a drcumstance in which Jack's t[uick naturai regret 
was tempered by the reflection : "That young fellow is the 
stuff that opposition will make a man off" 
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Perhaps I bave not mentioned that Jack never attended 
any lectnres except bis own. '^I do not waste my time 
listenìng to lectnres/* he pnt it. **I*d ratlier read. I get 
more for myself, withont the personalìty of the speaker 
coming between. And I cover more gronnd/* The fol- 
lowìng, from another's pen, seems to expess what Jack 
meant : ' ' To attend a motion pictnre play is to be primi- 
tive ; to listen to an orator is to be a cave man ; to read is to 
be dvilizedl*' 

In a vast ledger, clipping-book of 1904, pasted by bis 
chìldren's mother and Eliza Shepard, I find severa! humor- 
ous newspaper sqnibs npon Jack's being made a member 
of the Bohemian Clnb despite bis soft-coUared silk shirt 
and other ineradicable preferences. Indeed, this was 
not the first capitnlation of dnbdom to bis apparel. 
And the press was often the reverse of reliable, as in the 
case of a certain affair in Jack's honor given by the ex- 
dnsive feminine Ebell Club of Oakland, when, it is to this 
day firmly believed by newspaper readers, he lectnred in a 
red flannel shirt. I bave Jack's word that outside of those 
brilliant EHondike nndergarments, and possibly while 
stokìng a steamship passage, never in bis whole existence 
did he aff ect scarlet flannel. When he did don woolens at 
ali, as say at sea, it was of navy-blne. Even bis trusty 
sweater, tìiough as described in my Prologne he early wore 
it in making social calls on bis bicyde, never appeared npon 
the platfomu A white, soft shirt, with flowing tie, wom 
with a black, sack-coated suit, was bis evening dress. 

Handling the item of Jack London 's entrance into the 
Bohemian Clnb, one San Francisco sheet. The Wasp, 
avoided the hnmorons note to snch a vimlent extent as td 
defeat its ends. Being by ali connts the most venomous 
slam in ali the scrapbooks, it is too comical not to qnote en- 
tire — especially in view of the f act that at abont the date of 
its pnblicatìon a portion of **The Cali of the WiW had 
been incorporated into a text-book on English used in the 
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University of California, forerunner of others of his books 
to be ad jndged * * classica * ^ by that institntion : 

''Jack London's Shiri Vinddcaied. 

**The Bohemian Club has relented toward Jack London 's negli- 
gée shirt and taken the novelist into membership— honorary mem- 
berahip at that. Why honorary, I cannot say. Certainly, it is not 
on the strength of Mr. London 's *The Cali of the Wild,' which de- 
serves to take rank as an average Sunday sapplement story in a 
y ellow newspaper. Neither can it be his ' Sea Wolf ' that has raised 
him into a niche in the Bohemian Tempie of Honor beside Charles 
"Warren Stoddard, Henry Irving, and Joaquìn Miller. The Wasp 
would be only too glad to help in placing laurels on the brow of 
Mr. London if he deserved them, but he must fumish better evi- 
dence of his literary qualìty before this journal will assist in dec- 
orating him. The Wasp decorates as masters no apprentices whose 
work is more conspicuous f or its blemishes than its finish. I have 
said that Mr. Jack London 's 'Cali of the Wild' belongs to the 
Sunday supplement order. His 'Sea Wolf' is better adapted as a 
serial for the Coasi Seamen^s Journal and the habitues of the 
'Fair Wind' and the 'Blue Anchor' saloons on the city front than 
for the shelves of libraries or the tables of reading rooms f requented 
by people of even superficial culture. It lacks every essential of a 
thoroughly good novel except nice binding, careful printing, and 
excellent illustrations. The best that can be said of it ìs that it 
is a poor and clumsy imitation of the new Bussian school of tramp 
literature, which has given to the world a serìes of novels dealing 
with the scum of humanity. with brutal f rankness. When one has 
waded through * The Sea Wolf ' by a laborious efifort the conviction 
is irresistible that the author shows more fitness for the post of 
second mate of a whaler than a leader of the great army of ìmagina- 
tive scribblers." 

While on the theme, I might say in passing that Jack 
London was not at any period a zealons dubman. He be- 
longed to no large dnb bodies otherwise than the Bohemian ; 
and the famous rooms in San Francisco saw him little and 
at prolonged intervals, when he chanced to be in the neigh- 
borhood for some other purpose. After the Great Earth- 
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qnàke and Fire, the new dubrooms and the Snltan Turkish 
Baths were rebuilt in dose proximity. We of ten, Jadt and 
I, finished off a theater night at the Baths, but first he 
would drop in at the Clnb f or poker or pedro or bridge, and 
I can stili bear bis drowsy-happy voice over the Baths tele- 
phone f rom the men 's floor, tellìng me of bis Inck — ^f or the 
voice was snre to be happy f rom bis pleasure in the game, 
be luck good or ili. And whenever f easible, our world-wan- 
derings led homeward in midsummer, that he might spend 
at least one week of High Jinks at Bohemian Grove, sit- 
nated bnt a few mìles f rom the Banch. For he dreaded f ore- 
going the marvelous annnal Grove Play, words and music, 
acting and staging, ali done by members of the Club only. 

January, 1905, was an espedally full month. The first 
week saw Jack in Los Angeles, visiting Cloudesley Johns 
in the quaint rambling home at 500 North Soto Street, where 
he reveled in the companionship of bis friend 's family. 
The grandmother, Mrs. Bebecca Spring, was Jack's par- 
ticular Joy. She was one of California ^s most remarkable 
women, friend of Margaret FuUer, Emerson, Holmes, Long- 
fellow; and shè subsequently died in dissatisf action with 
Life, because Life cheated ber by a few short weeks of at- 
taining ber centenary. 

He also visited the Mathers in Pasadena, for the 
dau^ter of the house. Miss Katherine, had been a fel- 
low passenger on the Siberia to Japan. And of course he 
attended the yearly winter Bose Camival of her city. This 
vacation, like his life in Oakland, was without repose of 
spirit or body — ^rush, rush from daybreak to even-f ali, and 
for the best hours of the night. While in Los Angeles, he 
spoke for the Sodalists, who rented the Simpson Auditor- 
ium for the occasion. Miss Constance L. Skinner, poet 
and bistorian, another member of the Johns' fascìnat- 
ing household, who evoked Jack's admiration and regard, 
ably reported the lecture, which was on the subject of **Bev- 
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olution, ' ' f or the Los Angeles Examiner. Strangely enough, 
the radicals of the ^^City of Angels," when publishìng their 
favorite picture of Jack, replaced the sweater by a formai 
Biiit and ooUar, drawn qnite to order, beneath which Jack 
scratched a disgasted comment 

His introduction at that meeting was not to his liking, 
according to his comrade J. B. Osbome, of Oakland : ^^The 
Chairman introduoed him as a ripe scholar, a profomid 
phìloBopher, a literary genius and the f oremost man of let- 
ters in America. • • • When London arose, dressed in good 
dothes but wearing a soft shirt, he said : 

'^ Comrade Chairman and Fellow Workers: I was not 
flattered by ali the encomimns heaped npon me by the chair- 
man, for the reason that before people had given me any 
of these titles which the chairman so lavishly credits me, I 
was working in a cannery, a pickle factory, had my applica- 
tion in with Mnrray and Beady for common labor, was a 
sailor before the mast, and worked months at a time looking 
for work in the ranks of the nnemployed ; and it is the pro- 
letarian side of my lif e that I revere the most and to which 
I will cling as long as I live/' 

Once more in his home town. Jack set others than the 
County of Alameda by the ears by consenting to an oft- 
repeated request from the President of the University of 
California, Dr. Benjamin Ide Wheeler (in 1919, Emeritas), 
to address the stndents in Harmon Gytnnasinm. And 
'^choose your own subject — ^an3rthing at ali,'* Jack was left 
to consult his f ancy. Now was his big chance to let loose a 
thnnderbolt in the sacred groves, and he armed for the 
fray. 

The day was the 20th of Jannary. Hnmming across the 
campns from North Berkeley in the moming sunjight, 
fresh from an hour with my piano teacher, Mrs. Fred Gut- 
terson, herself pupil of Bauer and Leschetizsky and Car- 
reno, I tnmed westerly toward the **Gym'' where I had 
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danced so many an evening away. And who shonld 
come stepping along with a amile in his eyes bnt our yonng 
friend, who explained that he had come ont early in order 
to think qnietly npon what he was going to say and how 
he was going to say it. 

At the entrance we parted, I to become one of the several 
thousandy stndents and citizens, who packed the hnge elon- 
gated octagon. Jack London to take his seat with the 
faculty convened upon the platf orm. President Wheeler 
presented the speaker, and the speaker went ìnto action 
without preamble, head high, eyes grave and dark, voice 
challengìng as he rapped ont the short crisp sentences : 

**I received a letter the other day, It was from a man 
in Arizona. It began, *Dear Comrade.' It ended, ^Tonrs 
for the Bevolntion/ I replied to the letter, and my letter 
began, *Dear Comrade.* It ended *Tonrs for the Eevoln- 
tion.' »' 

The honse therenpon settled to listen spellbound to the 
strangest statement of facts and opinions over ennnciated 
within the college walls. Dr. Wheeler, conventional em- 
bodiment of what by ali tradition the head of a great nni- 
versity shonld be, sat aghast at what he had done. Bnt it 
mnst be said that he was game; for when Jack, òn the 
stroke of noon, realizing he was over his time, pansed on 
tiptoe and asked, ^' Shall I stopt" the President carne back 
hurriedly and with perf ect conrtesy : * * No, go on — ^go on, ' ' 

The last words of nneqnivocal indictment of so- 
ciety 's mismanagement of society rang ont dear from 
the npraised yonng face that had been imperially stem 
thronghont, **The revolution is bere, now. Stop it who 
cani'' The audience, from whatever mixtnre of emotions, 
resonnded in mighty applanse. This was foUowed by a 
ronse from the Glee Club, composed for the renowned ex- 
student of the college. Meanwhile the faculty crowded 
about him, some in protest, some in curiosity, ali with keen 
interest from one motive or another. 
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One hnmorous ìnddent crept in: Jack in the conrse 
of his indiotment had attacked the antiquated meth- 
oda common to institutions of leaming. When he stepped 
from the rostrum, according to one who stood near, ** Pro- 
fessor Charles Mills Gayley greeted him and congratolated 
him npon his literaiy success. The author during their con- 
versation reiterated his opinion of the deficiencies in teacfa- 
ing methods. He said : 

** *Dr. Gayley, permit me to make the criticism that 
English is not being tanght in the right way. Tou are 
giving the students for their textbooks such antiquated 
authors as Macaulay, Emerson and others of the same 
schooL What you need in your course is a few of the more 
modem types of literature ' 

* * Here Dr. Gayley interrupted with a dry smile : 

* * * Perhaps you are not aware, Mr. London, that we are 
using your own **Call of the Wild** as a textbook in the 
University!* ** 

Jack surrenderedy laughing with the others. 

The evening papers and their moming assodates treated 
the lecture with unexpected leniency. But when the press 
in general (Jack meantime repeating the speech at every 
opportunity) had had time to catch its breath, there was 
nothing too vidous nor unf air that could be printed of his 
utterances. There were exceptions, to be sure, the Oakland 
Tribune being one of those whidi remained loyal to '^our 
own Jack.*' But the majority deliberately distorted his 
words, and robbed of its context the quoted phrase ^'To 
Hell with the Constitution** — ^notorious exdamation made 
by Sherman Bell, when that capitalistic leader of troops 
for the employers in Colorado, during the recent scandalous 
labor war that had raged there, was reproved for riding 
roughshod over the Constitution. Jack was held up as a 
dangerous anarchist — the same platitudinous old charge of 
the capitalist press against the sodalist. And carefully 
editors refrained from embodying in their colunms the 
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statement that the sodai revolution was, as announced by 
the speaker, "to be fought, not with bombs, but with votes/' 
Nor did President Wheeler escape his share of criti- 
dsm f or having allowed so incendiary a character to sully 
the ehoice air of Berkeley. Again he was game, if a little 
condescendìng as befitted the dignity of his years and posi- 
tion, and the dosing sentence in this exoerpt f rom his letter 
to The Argoncmt held him inviolate as ooncemed ntiisappre- 
hension of his own views : 

^'I thìnk you ought to know that we never stipulate or inquire 
conceming the subject a speaker is to discuss at such a meeting. 
We intend to ask only such to speak as have by achievement eamed 
the personal right to be heard. We seek the man and not the sub- 
ject. I conceive it to be of hìghest value f or students to meet and 
hear men who have honorably wrought and done in various fields. 
I introduce fhem to the students, and rarely, if ever, mention any 
subject. Jack London is a former student of the university, and 
has Burely won an honorable distinction in the field of lettera. And, 
after ali, is it best for us to start an Index of tabooed subjectsT 
One way to deal with a hard boiling tea-kettle is to take off the lid.'' 

One paper, however, noted that Jack London, sodalist, 
affected illustrious company, namìng amongst others, H. G. 
Wells and George Bernard Shaw. 

Some of the students of the old Oakland High wanted 
Jack to lecture, but promptly went up against the bars shut 
by Superintendent of Schools McClymonds and Prindpal 
Pond. Also, was he not a divoroed man, inimicai to the 
sanctity of hearth and homet How pitifuUy trivial and 
pettish ali this huUabaloo of little editors' squeaks amidst 
the slashing, smashing events foUowing the World Warl 
On the 29th of January Jack read '*The Tramp'*— an- 
other * * War of the Classes ' * article, at Socialìst Headquar- 
ters in Oakland. And a few weeks af terward I wrote him : 

**Probably you already know it, but ITI repeat it anyway— that 
followìng your lecture at the University a few of the students 
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oi^anized a socialìst club. This was annoonced at the Buskìn Club 
dinner last Friday evening. I know it wìll please you — I remem- 
ber what you said to me the day of your lecture : that you would be 
satisfied if perhaps only a half dozen of the students were im* 
pressed. 

This club was the nudeus of the subsequent Intercol- 
legiate Socialist Society, of which Jack London was elected 
the first President. 

Near the end of January, he went one evening to see 
Bianche Bates at the Macdonough Theatre in Oakland, in 
* * The Darling of the Gods. ' ' Tuming over in bis mind the 
suitabìlity of Miss Bates to the character of Freda Moloof 
in bis own play *'Scom of Women,'* he attended three con- 
secutive performances from f ront-row vantage, the eager- 
eyed boy studying the young star caref ully to this end. And 
naturally, by the timo he had schemed an introduction, 
called upon her at the Hotel Metropole, and given a dinner 
in ber honor, the papers had blazoned their plighted troth — . 
the vigorous denials of both parties rendering new head- 
lines in the next issues, and causing no end of mirth to the 
pair as well as the public. 

It was not until the first week in February, 1905, that 
Jack and Cloudesley got the Spray up-river. Just be- 
fore sailing from Oakland City Wharf, Jack accepted the 
socialist nomination f or Mayor of Oakland. On the same 
ticket were Austin Lewis for City Attomey, with J. B. 
Osbome coundlman for third ward. And who shouid be 
nominee for Mayor on the Lidependent Ticket, but John 
London 's old friend John L. Daviet On the morning of 
election, one locai sheet bad it: ^^AU the nominees for 
Mayor, with the exception of Jack London, socialist can- 
didate, were conspicuous about the polis. ' ' And Jack poUed 
981 votes at that. Knowing how personally distastef ul the 
holding of public office would be to him« I once asked: 
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*'Wliat wonld you do if yon should accidentally be elected 
to some of these politicai positions yon let yourself in forf " 

'^There's not the least chance, my dear,** he replied; 
then realizing he had not answered my qnestion, he langhed, 
'^I wonldn't let my name be nsed if I thonght there was the 
slightest poBsibility of winning. If I did by chance get 
electedy I gaess l'd ron away to sea or somewhere with 
yonl'* 

Meantime, I had taken to my room with an abscess in 
the lef t ear, made doubly tortnring by nenralgia. For it is 
a nipping wìnter one may experience on Sonoma Mountain. 
The trouble was assnmably dne to long hours swimming 
and diving in the Oakland baths on oold days, and more 
espedally a certain oft-repeated, twenty-two-foot jump in 
whioh Jack had coached me. Sndi an anomaly as nn- 
health on the part of ^Hhe Cheery One/' as he liked to cali 
me, was sufficient to make Jack desert the sloop somewhere 
along Petaluma Creek, leavìng bis friend and Manyonngi 
aboardy and footing it to the nearest railway for Glen EUen. 
Beaching Wake Robin Lodge after nightf ali, he stood for 
long contemplative minutes at the low casement of the red- 
wooded livìng room, gazing in at the nnwonted spectade of 
said Cheery One supine upon a couch, ber head swathed in 
warm bandages. 

Two day 8 he remained, reading aloud to me by the hour ; 
and I can vouch that no one ever knew tenderer nurse. So 
improved was I that on the second evening I rose hungry 
for the first time in weeks, and joined my nurse in a 
stealthy raid upon Auntie's sweet-smellìng pantry. Re- 
tuming to the big fireplace with our spoUs of honey and . 
biscuits and sun-dried figs, we feasted and giggled lìke 
tmant schoolfellows. Tmly, in our long years together, 
80 few are the memories of irresponsible tranquil hiatuses 
in Jaok's driven habit, that they stand forth in relief ap- 
parently out of ali proportion to their importance. Not 
so, however; they showed him oapable of the purest en- 
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joyment ol that sheer nonsense which relaxes a braìn ordì- 
narily over-conscious. 

I recali an nproarions aftemoon a few months later, 
when we two spent honrs in a hammock under the laurels, 
doing nothing more profitable than manufacturing the most 
absurdly banal of limericks. Again, years afterward, 
I see in memory the twain of us, replete with picnic luncheon 
and good nature, prone upon the green outer dedivity of 
a fem-lined crater in Hawaii euphoniously styled Puuhuu- 
luhulu. We peered over-edge into the giddy emerald oup 
and planned, in very extravagance of lazy f oolishness, ali 
the details of a country home in the pit, even to an adjust- 
able glass roof against tropic showers I 

Pain and house-confinement were happily mitìgated 
by Jack's sympathy, both during his visit and thereafter, 
when such notes as these drifted to me from the Spray' a 
pleasant course up the Sacramento river : 

"Rio Viste, Peb. 10, 1905. 

**I think continually of yen, lying there through the long days 
and longer nights, and I look f orward almost as keenly as you, I 
am sore, f or the blessed tìme when you will be up and around and 
your old self again. 

"Ck)t bere last night. The river is booming. Flood tide is net 
felt at ali. Current runa down ali the time. Expect to go to 
Walnut Orove and then down through Georgiana Slough to the 
San Joaquin and up to Stockton." 

"Rio Viste, Peb. 11, 1905. 

"Your short note just received. I am haunted right along by 
seeing you lying there, the bandage around your head and the 
cloth over your eyes. I do so look f or improvement, and yet the 
north wind is blowing to-day which is bad for you. Do let me 
know every bit of improvement as soon as it comes. 

"I bave nothing to write in the way of news. Am working 
hard. Did 1000 words to-day. We bave been bere two days now, 
and I bave not yet been ashore, though the town is interested in 
my existence. Have already 3 invitotions to dhmer, ete., and a 
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launcli ìb ezpected off in a few minutes wìth admìrers ( I). Alfio, 
Brown carne aboard with a bunch of violets in bis collar, seni, so 
Cloudesl^ avers, by the prettiest girl in California. 
''Qness 111 take np one dìnner invite to-night." 

This mention of Brown calls to mind that Jack had 
beeome nnexpectedly possessed of ^^twa dogB," one, a valu- 
àble lost Chow who presented himself at fhe front door, and 
tarried entirely at home f or some weeks, when hìs rìghtful 
owner was diseovered. The^ other was an Alaskan wolf- 
dog, a true ** husky, *' brown-and-white of furry coat and 
fine of bmsh, with slant, watchful eyes and pointed ears, 
and a limp in the off hind-leg that was eloqnent of sled and 
traiL His master, an old Elondiker, had lately died ; and 
thongh strangers to Jack London, the relatives asked hìm 
if he wonld aocept ** Brown/' Jack was willing, bui the 
animai had other vìews, and sought every loophole to 
escape from the little yard at the rear of l^e fiat (whiòh 
sometimes was the ring for spirìted bouts with the gloves), 
or from the front door when he was entertained within, 
to return to his loved one's house. Jack, after trying 
every cajolement to win hìm over, and going himself or 
sending his nephew or Manyoungi countless times to re- 
trieve the estray, swore roundly that when Brown again 
ran away he could stay. But the dog had been making his 
own adjustment, and the next fruitless pilgrìmage to the 
old home was his last. From the second story wìndow Jack 
saw hìm oantering cheerf uUy back, and bounded downstaìrs 
to welcome hìm rìght comradely. Thencef orÌh Brown at- 
tached himself with the mute adoration of a soni dis- 
illusioned of ali else in the world. Mute f Why, that dear 
lonely dog-f ellow of our first married year was never heard 
to bark except upon two occasions when he thought Jack 
imperilled by a fractious borse. One day in the summer 
laaked: 
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**Now, what do you suppose Brown Wolf would do, if 
his old master shonld suddenly pop up beside youf'^ 

** A story right there— don't breathe another word for a 
dnmute, ' ' Jack flashed at me, scribbling lìke mad on a note- 
pad, his deep month-oomers tamed np pleasedly with the 
soent of a new motif. The tale "Brown Wolf,'* in 
oollection ^^Love of Life,'' was the sequel of the incident. 
That pleased expression recalls that always when lost in 
his moming's work, no matter how reluctantly began, there 
was a half-smile Inrking abont his lips the while he bent 
conoentrated over the broad tablet npon which the inky-wet 
charaoters sprawled and sprawled. 



CHAPTEB XXVI 

^'sfbat" gbxjise; oIìEn ellen fbom napa; hospital; sthoceb 

AT QUEN ELUfiN 
1905 

THE Spray^s ramblings were to lead aside into Napa 
Biver to the pretty city of the sanie name that lìes in 
the next inland valley to Sonoma. Here Jack was to 
visit the WinshipSy f riends made on the voyage to Japan ; 
and he sent me word that he wonld ride across the hills to 
spend several days wìth ns at Wake Robin Lodge. He ar- 
rived on Febmary 12, a showery Snnday, astride a harass- 
ing livery back, both borse and horseman mnch the worse 
for the twenty mìles. Jack wore a nerve-racked look, and 
my Annt and I were solicitous, althongh we avoided adver- 
tising the same. ^ The boy was in verìtable distress, never 
qniet for a moment. His great-pnpiied eyes were hannted 
with a hoi>eless weariness, and glassy as from fever. He 
talked very hard, as if agauist tìme, or in f ear of silence. In 
the evening, as we dostered abont the fireplaoe, my Annt 
asked: 

''Jack, my dear, why don't yon get ont of the dty for 
a while, bring yonr work, and Manyonngi to look after yonr 
wants, take a little cottage here and rest and work far 
away from excitement and peoplef " 

The eyes he raìsed to ber face were as of some creature 
hnnted. He shifted nneasily, almost as if embarrassed, and 
the oomers of his month drooped like a child's on the verge 
of tears. Yet when he replied it was with a tinge of im- 
patience, thongh a pitif ni tiredness lay nnder the tene : 
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*'0h, Mother Mine— thank you. . . You're kind. . . 
But, . . but I think that the very quiet would drive 
me crazy.*' 

It was a wail to be lef t alone in bis impotenoe, and no 
further referenoe was made to the matter nntil the night 
bef ore he departed. 

The only recurrence of the temperamental joyanoe that 
was a large part of bis nature was when he related the 
Spratf's experience. For no sadness of soni couid ever rob 
Jack London of bis native delight in a boat. Li relation to 
tbis very trip, I am tempted to quote from * * Small-Boat 
Sailing*' (in ^*The Human Drift^^: 

^' After aU, the mishaps are almost the best part of small-boat 
sailing. Looking back, they prove to be punctuations of joy. 
There are enough surprises and mishaps in a three-days' cruise in 
a small boat to supply a great ship on the ocean for a full year. 
I reniember taking out a little thirty-f ooter I had bought. In sìz 
days we had two stiff blows, and, in addition, one proper south- 
wester and one ripsnorting southeaster. The slight intervals be- 
tween these blows were dead càlms. Also, in the sìx days, we were 
aground three times. Then, too, we tied up to a bank on the 
Sacramento river, and, grounding by an accident on the steep slope 
of a f alling tide, nearly tumed a side somersault down the bank. 
In a stark cairn and a heavy tide in the Carquinez Straits, where 
anchors skate on the channel-acoured bottom, we were sucked 
against a big dock and smashed and bumped down a quarter of a 
mile of its length bef ore we could get clear. Two bours afterward, 
on San Pablo Bay, the wind was piping up and we were reefing 
down. It is no f un to pick up a skiff adrift in a heayy sea and gale. 
That was our next task, for onr skiff, swamping, parted both tow- 
ing painters we had bent on. Bef ore we recovered it we had nearly 
killed ourselves with ediaustion, and certainly had strained the 
doop in every part from keelson to truck. And to cap it ali, com- 
ing into our home port, beating up the narrowest part of the San 
Antonio Estuary, we had a shave of inches from collision with a 
big ship in tow of a tug." 
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Once, during hìs five-days' stay, I prevailed npon him to 
walk Tip the tree-embowered mountain road that skirts 
Graham Creek; but, to my hidden sorrow, he appeared to 
have grown blind to the beauty he had so loved. His tongne 
ran on and on incessantly — ^we were discnssing the English 
poeta. It was an exquisite snnset that bathed ns in its 
waves of oolored light, and upon a green eminence I halted 
Ja<^ and his speech and stretched my arm toward the valley 
to the east, welling to its rosy waU-smnmits with a purple 
tide of shadow f rom the moimtain on whioh we stood. To an 
eamest qnery if the loveliness of the world meant nothing 
to him any more, he stilled f or a moment, then let fall very 
sadly: 

^'I don't seem to care for anything — ^l'm sick, my dear. 
It's Nietzsche 's ^Long Sickness' that is mine, I fear. This 
doesn't seem to be what I want I don't know what I want. 
Oh, l'm sorry — ^I am, I am ; it horts me to hurt yon so. But 
there 's nothing for me to do but go back to the city. I don 't 
know what the end of it wiU be." 

During my late convalesoence at Wake Bobin, slowly 
working at the typing àiìd word-counting of his play, ^ ' Soom 
of Women, '' and brooding not a little over his mental condi- 
tion, I had received from Jack several of Nietzsche 's books, 
of whioh he had written me : 

'^Have been getting hold of some of Nietzsche. l'il tum 
you loose first on his ^ Genealogy of Morals ' — ^and after that, 
something you '11 like — 'Thus Spake Zarathustra.' " 

But I liked them ali — ^^'ate them up," as he said; and 
after digging through ** Genealogy of Morals," **The Caae 
of Wagner," '^The Antichrist," and others, I polished off 
with ^' Zarathustra," which just happened to fili a need and 
aocomplished more than any tonic to dear my own sur- 
charged mental atmosphere and set my f eet on the road to 
recovery. Here is a favorite bit I quoted to Jack : ** At the 
foot of my height I dwell. How high my summits aref 
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How high, no one hath yet told me. But well I know my 
valleys.'* 

At Jack's side upon the grajssy promontory wìth the 
west-wind in onr hair, I called attention to the wholesome 
philosophy of Zarathustra. In return I was reminded 
by Jack of Nietzsche 's ultimate fate. Oh, no — ^he was not 
**playing to the gallery,'* nor inviting sympathy to his 
spiritual dolo. That was not his custom ; he was but f rankly, 
soul to soni, letting me know what was true of him at the 
time, and youchsafing a glimpse at the worst symptom — ^his 
own uncarìng attitude conceming it. 

On the ève of partìng I played my last stake — ^recurred 
to my Aunt's suggestion, picturing the sweetness of the 
spring and summer he might pass there among the redwoods 
by the brook that once had soothed, and the work we could 
accomplish. But the waming unrest leaped into his eyes 
and voice and he implored: 

'^No, no; it doesn't seem that I can. I could not stand 
the quieta I teli you. I could not It would make me mad. ' ' 

^*Very well, then,'* I gave up, with my best cheer; **the 
thing f or you is to do what you f eel you must, of course. — 
And we won't say any more about if 

He started, flushed, tumed and looked at me. Beaching 
f or my band, in a hushed, changed tone that meant volumesi 
he breathed: 

*^Why— why— you're a woman in a millionl'* 

That night he slept an unbroken eight hours, un- 
precedented repose f or Jack at any time, and for many 
weeks he had been working on but three or f our hours night- 
ly — sufiScient alone to account for his sorry plight. 

In the moming I offered to pilot him a diff erent way 
from the one he had come. It was up through Nunn's Can- 
yon, a lovely defile out of Sonoma VaUey to the cast Jack 
appeared pleased ; in f act presented a much brighter aspect 
for his long night of rest, and I hoped vainly that he would 
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bave reoonsìdered the matter of ooming to Wake Robin f or 
the season. 

Away we rode together, he and I, one of us with a heavy 
hearty no inkling of which was allowed to pass eyes and lips. 
For I felt this was the last of Jack, that he was slipping 
irrecoverably from ns who loved and wonld bave belped 
him; and, what was more grave, slipping away from bim- 
self. Flesh and blood and brain oonld not snpport mnob 
longer this race he was waging against the snm of bis mental 
and physical vitality. 

Bnt a charm was working in him, altbongh I think he 
did not know it. The moming was one of California 's most 
blessed, a great broken blne-and-wbite sky showering prìfi- 
matic jewels and snngold altemately. Even the jaded 
livery back responded to the brightness as he vied wil^ my 
golden Belle over the blossoming floor of that bird-singìng 
vale and np the snccessive rises of narrow Nnnn's Canyon, 
wbere, on its mstic bridges, we crossed and recrossed the 
serpentiae torrent a dozen times. 

As we f orged skyward on the ancient road that lies now 
against one bank, now anotber, the f anning f ems sprinkling 
our faces with rain and dew, wild-flowers nodding in the 
cool flaws of wind, I conld see my dear man quicken and 
sparkle as if in spite of bimself and the powers of dark- 
ness. The responso to my own mood in the eartb's en- 
chantment, which bad been so lamentably absent from h\m 
in the few days gone by, kept monnting and bnbbling and 
presently was overflowing in the full measnre I knew so 
glorionsly of him. Truly, as the snmmit drew near, I do 
believe he stili did not know that the erisis bad been reached 
and passed in bis Long Sickness for which the mad German 
pbilosopher bad given him a name, and that he bad staved 
off despair and deatb itself for many a splendid, fraitfnl 
year to come. 

And now, conld I credit my earsf — ^he was talMng qnite 
natarally with bis old engaging entbnsiasm, as if pursning 
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an nnintermpted conversation upon his intention to spend 
the year ai Wake Bobin; he would rearrange the interior 
of the tiny shìngled oabin under the laurels and oaks, and 
ship np this and that piece of f raniture, and such and snoh 
bookSy dwellìng upon certain of these he wanted to read to 
me. What fnn Manyonngi would have gettìng settled 
and keeping house ; and could he. Jack, dictate his danmed 
oorrespondence to me f ' ^ And say, can you, do you suppose, 
find me a good horset Ali the rìdìng l've ever done was 
what my mare Belle taught me in Manchuria, and I know 
l'd love riding if I had another horse as good. IVe got 
$350.00 f or the Black Cat story— could you get me a horse 
for thatt . • . How I wish l'd had that mare sent me from 
Koreal'' and he laimched into remìnidcence of her virtues. 

Not by word nor look did I treat his reviving humor as 
if it had not been the same throughout his visit. Naw was 
the thing — he had come over and out by some sweet miracle, 
I cared not what, from his valley of the shadow. Far be it 
from me to disturb the f erment of the magic Out of a 
pleasant, sunny silence as we elimbed the grado, Jadc 
suddenly reined in and laid his band upon my shoulder. It 
was one of the supreme moments of my lif e. I met a look 
deeper than thankf ulness, and in my heart for ay wiU abide 
his voice from the mouth that was like a òhild's surprised 
in emotion : 

^'You did it ali, my Mate Woman. You Ve pulled me 
out. You 've rested m^ so. And rest was what I needed — 
you were right. Something wonderf ul has happened to me. 
I am ali right now. Dear My Woman, you need not be 
afraid for me any more." 

My face must have answered, for I know I said no word. 
Solemnly at the green height of the pass, we dasped hands 
and kissed good-by, solemnly, joyfuUy, ali in one. And 
there was that in his eyes wfaich brought tears to mine. Bui 
it was tìie happy rain of a new day, for me, for hini, and 
my heart for one ached with the joy of it. Loath to part, 
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Jadt hrcke out: **Why not come on the rest of the wayt 
No, never mind that you're not fixed up — ^the Winships are 
good sporta and wìU welcome you with open arma.'' 

Long we waved and waved nntil a desoending bend into 
the hìnterl^id bnried him f rom sight, and I tnmed and re- 
traced the royal road we had oome together, hardly àble to 
contain myself . Years thence, the Winships and Cloudesley 
told me that another man than the Jack who had lef t them 
fiye daysy rode in that aftemoon on the 9ame dispirited 
steed« Bnt Cloudesley knew^ once they wére aboard the 
Spray he was told of the miracle. 

Winding np his voyage mid-March in Oakland, Jack 
disoovered through Dr. Nicholson that he was snffering 
f rom a tumor oonseqnent npon an old in jury he had thought 
of little moment, and which shonld be removed as soon bb 
he oonld be pnt in proper oondition. The red-cheeked 
physidan had him to bed at the fiat, on a diet, and ''no 
cìgaretteSy young man, for a weef The "yonng man" 
compromised, of oonrse— or was it the practitioner who 
compromisedf 

I bought a rose-pink lawn frock for his pleasnre, and 
went daily to help a very gay patient with his piled np oor- 
respondenoe, dictated from high pillows. After the 
operation, when I called at the hospital, Jack told me he 
was greatly relieved by the report that his tnmor had been 
prononnced non-malignant, and the assnrance there wonld 
be no relapse — an opinion that time corroborated. ''I won- 
der," the bedridden philosopher specnlated with a half- 
abashed grin, ''how mnch of my intellectnal 'Long Sick- 
ness' oonld bave been traceable to this damned thing drain- 
ingmy system?" Then snddenly grave, he rejoined : "No, 
my dear — ^I won't belittle the real diagnosis. I know, and 
yon know, that when the sudden healing of that malady 
took place, it was bef ore I even knew I had a physical ail- 
meni . . • My dear, my dear." 

Back at the little fiat, he resmned his diotations, and 
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our readings progressed. Daring these days Jack made 
the better aoqnaintance of TeBnyson, and, for the first 
tìme, ^^Idylls of the King/' never ceasing to monm that 
he had not ^'grown np with them'' and their pure glamour 
of poesy. ''And I never knew the gnomes and fairies as 
you did, either, to my Iosa/' he regretted. 

With boyish raptures he looked f orward to sunmier at 
Wake Robin, and once interrupted himself in the middle of 
a sentenoe to say: ''Oh, for the days wh^i you can play, 
play for me I'' One warm late aftemoon, listening for the 
end of a pause in his diotation, something caused me to raise 
my eyès to Jack's face. His thread of thought lost, he had 
f orgotten ali else in the world but the wonder of loving : 

' * l 'm quite mad for you, my dear, my dear, ' * he repeated 
in the rare golden voice that retumed in shaken moments. 
^'Indeedy quite mad— with ali the old nìadness of before 
the Long Sickness. And so wepoorhumans,weak and falli - 
ble, and prone to error, oondemn ourselves liars, for I would 
not bave believed I could be so mad twicel" 

Then and then only, was I quite assured that he was 
saved to himself. But perhajMS, when ali is said, the besf 
influence I had for him was the repose he said I brought — ^a 
repose that otherwise life seemed to bave denied. Of ten I 
was reminded by him of the first story in whicfa he employed 
any portion of his many-sided love for me. It was ' ' Negore 
the Cowardy" last of the ^'Love of Life" ooUection, and 
wìll be f ound at the ending in one of Jack London 's masterly 
depictions of death: 

''And as even the memories dimmed and died in the 
darkness that f eli upon him, he knew in ber arms the fui- 
filment of ali the ease and rest she had promised him. 
And as black night wrapped around him, bis head ui>on 
ber breast, he f elt a great peaoe steal about him, and he 
was aware of the hush of many twilights and the mystery 
of silenoe." 

I bave before me the lettor of the editor to whom the 
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author first submitted thìs manuscript. And he oommeiits 
with snrprise and delight npon the intangible '^new touch" 
in Jack's work. 

In the fly-leaf of ^'Love of Life" stands his inscrìption^ 
of date November 23, 1909 : 

* * Dear Mate-Woman : — 

'"There is within these pages a story you wot of well, wherein, 
long ago, I told of my love f or you, and, more and better, of ali 
that you and your love meant, and mean, to me." 

My friend recovered rapidly — so rapidly that the sur- 
geon was horrified to bear from the irrepressible's smìling- 
ly-rebellious, amoke-wreathed lips that he intended to 
ride his new borse as soon aa ever he got to Olen EUen, 
whidi would be on the 18th of Aprii. The first time he lef t 
the house, was to walk around the corner to look over the 
beautiful animai which I brought for him to see. For I 
had bought thè borse — ^Washoe Ban, blue-blooded Thor- 
oughbred, his veins of fire throbbing through a skin of 
purest diestnut-gold. He was owned by Dn H. N. Minor of 
Berkeley, and I had ridden him a number of times in the 
past. Two hundred and fifty dollars of Jack^s Black Cai 
prize went for Bau, and I rode him from Berkeley to Oak- 
land, thenoe by ferry to San Frandsoo, river steamer to 
Petaluma, where I slept, and next day sat the incomparable, 
ezhaustless creature the twenty-two undulating green miles 
to Olen Ellen. 

Jack further reminded Dr. Nicholson that before he 
spumed the haunts of men he had given his word to deliver 
^^Bevolution" in Shattuck Hall, Berkeley, on the léth, and 
at the Alhambra Theatre in San Francisco on the 21st; also 
a talk at a Buskin Club dinner to the Social Progress Club 
of the University of California. It waa at one Buskin din- 
ner that year he ^'made the members take notice" most un- 
ezpectedly. Mr. Bamford had charged each guest to be 
ready wiili a definition of ' ' Happiness. ' ' To me Jack said : 
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'^ What's yours going to bel" And I : ^*I haven't thonght 
it out yet. Wliat's yours f **A cooperative oommon- 
wealthl'' he grinned. **I'd like to speak up with * Just lov- 
ing,' '' I laughed. ^*GreatI'' shouted Jack, **coiildn't be bet- 
ter. Teli you what: 111 trade with you." '^Done/' said L 
And at the banquet, npon the heels of Anna Strunsky's 
'^Happiness is adjusttnfent/^ my borrowed wittidsm raised 
the ezpected applanse. ' *And yours t ' ' Mr. Bamf ord called 
upon Jack London : 

**Just loving/' that n^cked person breathed sòftly, bis 
long-lashed eyelids demurely drooped. 

A blank silenoe was broken by a smothered ''Just 
WHATt" from Mrs. A. A. Dennison, and Jack, raising bis 
eyes, looked calmly about the company with a charming 
"What-are-you-going-to-do-about-it*' ezpression as he re- 
peatedy ''Just loving." 

In passing, I want to relate, aa nearly as possiblé in bis 
own words, an ocourrence that oiystallized Jack London in 
certaìn personal habits more than any other self-argumenl 
He pnt it something this way : 

''You remember Dr. Nicholsont He was a magnificent 
specimen of a man, you will agreet TallAstraight, with 
the beauty of the athlete— girl's complexion and ali that; 
not a vicious habit — drink, nor tobaceo — ^noi an injurious 
leaning. And he wamed me that this and th^t vice of mine 
would ruin my health in a short timo. Well^ listen : Only 
a few short months after he talked so serìòusly to me, he 
died in screaming agony— rheumatism of the heart or some 
0uoh horribly ezcruciating thing« Probably he had ezposed 
himself in bis praotice ; I don 't know. But what I do know, 
is, that there are ali sorts of bad habits in this world, and 
he must bave landed on one of them peculiar to bis way 
of lif e, or it landed on him. Cigarettes, or overwork— I teli 
you it's ali one; one^s as bad as the other; and 111 bet you 
'even' money that cigarettes don't kill me 1^^ 
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A man's argament, verily, and one that snpersedes 
man's finest logie 

Washoe Ban and my Belle were honsed amioably in a 
little shack-bam on a small property aerosa the road from 
Wake Bobin Lodge. This was the Caroline Eohler Ranch, 
f amilìarly known bb the Fìsh Ranch becanse it had once been 
the scene of an ambitious f allure in fish-hatohery. Jack had 
paìnstaldngly considered the type of my Anstralian saddle, 
bnt dedded npon a McClellan tree that we fonnd in San 
FrandscOy whìch had been fitted with a hom. Ultimately, 
however, he adopted my model And he was almost as good 
as his ohallenge to Dr. Nicholson, f or it was bnt a few days 
after his arrivai on the 18th that he actnally monnted and 
took his first lesson in Ban 's easy, rocking-horse stride. I 
had yet to leam the man's giant recnperative power, and 
was fnlly as apprehensive as the man of medicine, bnt made 
no protesi 

Not long afterward, at a reqnest from Oakland, he 
bonght a mare and snrrey f or his children and their mother. 
The animai later developed an incorrigible balk, and the 
family tiring of this kind of recreation, Jack bronght the 
whole outfit up-conntry, where the mare came eventnally to 
do light work and to negotiate the mountain trails under 
saddle. I am minded of the day she inconveniently lay 
down and rolled with her rider, none other than Johannes 
Reìmers, in a pestiferous homet-nest in the grass^ as a 
means of esoape from the stinging. 

Jack's abrupt relinquishment of the dty ocoasioned 
oonsiderable press comment, with which I was connected, 
but even The Exa/mi/ner f ailed to oommand any statement 
from either of us relating to matrimoniai intentions. 
Jack informed the paper's representatives that when 
he had anything to say in the matter, he would give 
them the ''scoop," and with this they had to be eonteni 
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As for bis new choioe of residence he said to reporters : ^'I 
have forsaken the oitìes forever; wìnter and snmmer I 
Bhall Uve at Glen EUen." 

Would to heaven-npon-earth that every mating pair of 
men and women oould know the prìvilege of the illiuninat- 
ing sort of experience which waa Jack's and mine this qìx 
months before marriage. In the conrse of strennons work 
and play of whatsoever nature, by onr wedding date in 
November there was little of which we did not have a fair 
inkling as concemed each other's temperament and idiosyn- 
crasies. 

For the most part the stndy was smooth saìling, thongh 
at tìmes beset by snags. Once, I shall never forget, it 
carne to light that I had been acoased by friends of Jack's, 
whom I had believed my own, of disloyalty and nnveraoity. 
With bis invincìble conrage in seeking and gaging tmth, 
he pnt even bis Love impartially on the stand. To be other 
than sanely jndicial even in so intimate a sitnation was 
contrary to bis nature and method. Trae to what he 
called bis '^damned arithmetic^'' he nndertook to thresh 
ont the difficnlty. Oh, he staked bis love and bis prondest 
judgment npon my gniltlessness ; and, having satisfied bim- 
self , he set bis every facnlty to demonstrating to my de- 
tractors, if he perished in the attempt, that they were 
wrong on every connt Ali this not so mnch for personal 
gratification as for the pleasnre of confonnding them with 
my innocence and bis faith. To be sure, he had taken the 
chance in a mìllion that I prove false to bis firm idea of 
my integrity. I met bis infinitely sincere eyes on that, and 
laid at bis disposai ali that I had, and was. Amongst other 
expedients at my band, a little pocket diary ronted the most 
important charge that had been preferred. Well, indeed; 
but better stili, when Jack, exdtedly fishing np bis own 
notebook for the same year, found it tallied with mine. 
Other evidence dove-tailed to bis entire enlightenment of 
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heart and brain, and I stood nnaasailable to onr mutuai 
Joy, and the vindication of Ma ''damned arithmetio." 

"If yon only knew — ^you oanH possibly know — *' he bnrst 
ont one day near the end of the discassion by mail, ''what 
it means to me to bave some one fighting with me shonlder 
to shonlder, fighting my own fight, in my own wayl" 

"When it was ali over and certaìn apologies demanded 
by him had been wrìtten me by the nnhappy complainants : 

^^Let me teli yon something/' he said. ''This matter 
was broached to me sometime ago, bef ore I went on the 
Spray trip. I want to show yon a bit of my philosophy, in 
general as regards mankind, in partioular as conoems yon 
alone and in relation to me : 

^'When frìendSy ostensibly for my own good, came to 
me with a tale abont yon, I told them, first, that it was a 
pity they shonld soil their hands in gntter polìtics; and 
then I eamestly tried to help them know me à little better, 
as a matter of pride if yon will, by telling them that even 
were these absnrd things tme — ^and I wonld stake my best 
jndgment and my soni that they were not — ^they wonld 
make no possible difference to me. I said to them : ^I love 
Charmian, not for anything she may or may not bave done, 
bnt for what I find ber, for what she is to me. I know 
human beings pretty well — ^I make my living throngh my 
understanding of them— and I know Gharmian better than 
to oredit these oalumnies. Bnt the point is: Gharmian 
might bave murdered ber f ather and mother, and subsisted 
solely npon little roast orphans — ^it is what I know of ber, 
now, what she now is, that counts with me.' " 

^'And really," he once oonfessed in our married years, 
''I oonld ahnost bave wished you'd had a past like my own, 
or wocse, if you'd been just the same as when I knew I 
loved yon. It wonld bave made yon seem almost greater 
to me — ^I mean, if yon oonld bave oome up throngh degrad- 
ìng ezperìences that did not degrado bnt lef t yon as I bave 
always seen you!'* 
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Sinoe there was no way of aotnally manifestìiig how 
he wonld bave regarded me in fhis snppositionB premisei 
the question remained a moot one. 

He always pleaded not gnilty to the paasicm of jealonsy» 
despising and deridìng it as a low, bestiai trait With 
an ezceptional capacity f or tolerance toward ahnost every 
hnman weakness save dìeloyalty, he conld not harbor any 
sympathy with that calamity of the ages, sheer animai 
jealonsy. ^'Shonld yon tom from me to another man, if 
I eould not make yon happy, l'd giye that man to yon on a 
Silver platter my dear," he wonld dedare, ^^and say ^Bless 
yon, my children.^-— But I dont believe / conld send ffou 
on a Silver platter to a man— qnitel'^ 

What better place than this, fnrther to interpret Jack 
London 's relation toward the element femininet I, who 
bave known the dasp of bis soni, known bim at bis bighest, 
can yet withdraw from that passionate f ellowsbìp and re- 
gard bis mascnlinity as a whole. Askìng my reader to bear 
in mind earlier manifestations of bis philosophy and emo* 
tions toward the little woman of bis adolescence, I sball 
enlarge npon bis attitnde. 

He was not prone to allow women to interfere with the 
bnsiness of lif e and adventnre. He liked to think of hhnself 
as in Angnstns's oLasa — ^that women conld not make nor 
mar. Li short, he was not a man who lost bis head easily. 
<<God's own mad lover dying on a kiss" was an appealing 
line to bis senso of poesy ; bnt Jack pref erred to live, rather 
than die, on that kiss I Love, in brief , shonld be a warm 
and normal passion that made for fidler living. At one 
period, after soaking himself in the vast aconmnlation of 
erotic literatnre, prò and con, he told me, with a shake of 
bis fine shonlders, that he felt himself Inoky to bave been 
bom so rightly-balaneed, that no abnormalities of bis 
early rongh days, nor contact with decadences of snper- 
oivilization, had tonched bim to bis hnrt The alienists in- 
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terested him intellectually, bui he was nioely averi to per* 
version of any strìpe. 

I had supposed that there would be little of the pro- 
prìetary in the regard of so broad-minded an indivìdualist, 
One of my most vital snrprises was to find that Jack 
was as delightfnlly medieval as many another lover in 
this world when it came, say, to matters finandaL Havìng 
been myself independent, and belìeving that he wonld take 
this ìnto consideration» I looked f or him to make no matter 
of a separate bank acconnt, or at least the ^^allowance" 
loved of wivesy that I might not snff er a senso of bondage. 
Bnt no— like the bulk of men his was the pleasnre of spend- 
ing his own money npon the '^one small woman/' Any 
other arrangement was f rowned npon — ^at the snggestion a 
frost seemed to spread over his face. And, seeing that it 
was he, I f ound the bondage sweet 

Jack charmed women of ali classes ; and while he held 
a reserved opinion as to the intellectnality of the average 
female brain, he could not abide a stapid woman. His 
adventurons mentality had made him pursne women in 
cnrìosity, and leam them too well for his own good. He 
was of two distinct minds about them, and swnng f rom one 
to the other: their innate goodness and staonchness oom- 
manded his worship, while their pitiable frailty and small- 
ness wrung his spirit. '*Pnssyl Pussy!*' I can bear him 
porr in the ear of any bac^biting among his friends. 
Women, weighed by his biological jndgment, represented the 
Eternai Enemy, and he liked the line : 



ti 



Her narrow feet are rooted in the ground,'' 



from Arthnr Symons's ^'The Dance of the Danghters of 
Herodias.'* Yet this very concept, not always voioed with- 
ont contempt, must bave given rise to his pronouncement in 
"John Barleyoom*': ** Women are the trae conservators 
of the race/' 

He has been heard to speak of woman as ^ ' the immodest 
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sex." And '^Men are far more modest than women!'' he 
would step into the heated air of argament, bringing down 
storms upon his nnrepentant head. Bnt he oonsidéred that 
he had several blazoned names to bear hìm ont, among them 
Jean Pani, who said: ''Love increases man's delicacy, and 
lessens woman's*' and Bernard Shaw: '*If women were as 
fastidious as men, morally and physically, there would be 
an end of the racel" 

I mnst admit that I bave seen him play down, not always 
up, to women and their vanity ; bnt to his credit and theirs, 
he never lef t them long deceived. And he would not try to 
deceive those who spoke his own language, though he made 
it extremely diffioult f or them to understand his. 

He had struggled against misogyny, winning out be- 
cause he had had experience enough with exceptional women 
of conscience and brain to keep him healthy in viewpoint. 
BesideSy in the last extremity, he was a one-woman man, 
glorying in the disoovery of this. In my copy of '*Before 
Adam," in 1907 he wrote: *'I bave read Schopenhauer 
and Weininger, and ali the German misogynists, and stiU 
I love you. Such is my chemism — our chemism, rather.'* 
He showed an actual reverence for the woman who ''in- 
formed'^ ber beauty, or, better, ber lack of beauty, who 
waged incessant warfare upon ber imperfections, who 
wrought excellently with the material at ber band. 

Jack owned to annoyance that the public denied he could 
write convincingly about women. **And yet," he would 
say, ''I know them too well to write too well about theml 
l 'd never get past the editor and the oensor ! ' ' 

Despite that he would of ten merely appear to take women 
at their own valuation and act as if he gave them credit 
for logie, he was possessed of a fine sense of chivalry. As 
instance: Once, bound to a foreign country, war-corres- 
ponding, a girl friend, who had received a similar commis- 
sion, informed him that they would be sailing on the same 
boat. Jack was in despair because he knew, f rom knowledge 
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of her want of practìoalìty, that she would be on bis already 
full hands. ^'What would yon bave donef I asked him 
once. He refleeted, working those brows ibat were like a 
8ea-bird's wings: '*I'd bave bad to marry ber before I 
got tbrougb witb it, I suppose I" ^'But/' I expostnlated, 
*'but yon loved anotber womanl*' **Snrely,*' be rejoined; 
^ ' but wbat Ì8 a man to do t Her reputation wonld bave been 
sbattered — so I say» wbat can a man do in snob circnm- 
stanceSy bnt marry tbe girli" 

Women bave loved Jack London, aye, and died f or love 
of bìm. And I can imagine, bad be been sitnated so tbat 
it would bave been possible, tbat bis cbivalry and sweet* 
beartedness oould bave led bim into marrying sudi, for 
tbeir own bappiness. 

Once, I asked bim bow be bad bebaved bimself toward 
tbe girls of yesterday, as be passed beyond tbem into tbe 
world tbat be was making bis — ^tbe Lizzie Connollys, tbe 
Haydees. ' ^ I saw tbem occasionally, ' ' be said. ^ ' Or? e must 
be kindy you know/* 

Little of love bad be bougbt in bis life, exoept in tbe 
course of laying bis curiosity. A passion, witb bim, must 
be mutuai, else wortbless. 

And so I became conversant witìi tbat ' 'swarm of vibrat- 
ing atoms'^ wbicb men knew as Jack London, tbe youtbful 
literary craftsman wbo bad, as one critic put it, ''Lived 
witb storms and spaces and sunligbt like a kinsman."— 
Tbat was it ; tbe dominant note of bim was spaciousness, for 
tbe inflowing and out-giving of ali available knowledge and 
feeling — ^tbe blood of adventure, pbysical and mental, 
scorcbing tbrougb life's cbannels. 

^'Visualization is everytbing for tbe teacber," be said, 
^^and I love to teaob, to transmit to otbers tbe ideas and 
impressions in my own consciousness. ' ' 

It always seemed to me, observing, tbat wbile otbers 
were merely scratcbing tbe surf ace of events, Jack was gel^ 
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ting undemeath fhem, deeper and deeper into their sig- 
nificanoes. 

Beligion, as the average man knows religion, had no part 
in him. Spiritnalism had been the belief in his childhood 
homes, a thing of magio and f earsomeness ; bnt his expand- 
ing perceptions oonld not eonntenanoe that belief. His 
hope f or bettering hnman con'ditions had fiUed depths of 
being which might bave responded io divine philosophy. 
Again his norm : ' ^ Somehow, we mnst ever btdld npon the 
concrete.'' Again his oft-repeated critidsm rings in the 
ears of memory: ^'WUl it ivork — tvill you trust pot6r life 

to itr 

In a little hook of Ernest Untermann's, ''Science and 
Revolution/' which Jack gave me to read at that tìme, I 
come npon a sentence nnderscored for my benefit: ''My 
method of investigation is that of historic»! materialism. " 

It is also to be said that I nnleamed much of my 
man thp.t had been told and impressed npon me in the past, 
even by persons who shonld bave known better or who did 
know better and cmelly misrepresented him. In fact, 
Jack forever daimed to nurse a small grievance Ihat I 
should ever bave been misled, no matter by whom, f rom my 
direct early conclusions upon him. I recali, however, in 
the old Piedmont days, that while reserving certain few un- 
complimentary opinions, so ready was I to stand up to any 
one who made unjust remarks in his disfavor, that more 
than once I was accused of taking undue interest in the 
young celebrity. 

To the ezdusion of ali else, I devoted myself to 
mastering the open hook that he tried to render himself 
to me. Even the piano was silent except when I played 
for Jack, and the trips to Berkeley with my music roll be- 
came less frequent and eventually ceased, I will say to his 
unqualified disapprovai. (He never could entertain the 
idea, in the long years of our brimming life, why I conld 
not give more timo to music, sinoe he too loved it so.) I 
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leamed the eloqnence of his tongae; the fine arroganoe 
of his oertitndeB; convictionB I oame to respect for their 
broad wìsdom ; and I knew, toc, and riohly, the eloqnenoe 
of his silences in the starrjr moments that come to those who 
loved as we loTed, and, lovìng, nnderstand mntely. More 
than once, Jadc ha8 broken a comprehending pause, or 
even interrnpted speeeh to say to me the dearest and finest 
of ali his salutations in mj thrilling ears : 

**M7 kin — mj very own Twin Brotherl*' 

One thing, in that earlier assooiation with Jack, waa 
almost uncanny: he never seemed to fail of my high ez- 
peotatìon. Tremnloos, I ali bnt looked for him to fail of 
making good, to my ideal, in this or that small, fine par- 
ticolar. Bnt in vain : nsnally he surpassed the tentatire de- 
mand I made npon his quality. His own f ailings he had, to 
be sure; bnt they were not those ordinarily sospeeted of 
lesser men. 

The f rankness which we continned to practise and ezalt, 
made of onr mateship, throngh thiòk and thin, a gorgeons 
achievement 

So I walked softly that spring and smmner and fall, 
dedicated to disoem with my own sonl's best ali of him that 
was possible, that I might enlarge and fiix this kinship f or- 
ever and forever. Upon one star I was intent: Never 
mnst onr love and its ezpression sink into conmionplaoe, 
bnt it mnst be kept f rom ont ' ^ the rack of casual and traxud- 
tory things. ' ' And this was Jaek's answer : 

* * Commonplaoeness shall bave no part with us unless I 
myself should become oommonplace ; and I think that can 
never be/' 

And Jaflk London, leamed bis woman, playing her 
game as she tried to play bis. With his broad sympathies, 
to bis own peeidiar ìnterests be subjoined mine; and I, 
in return, widened my focus to include hobbies for wbich 
I had theretofore had no caring, thus creating fresh in- 
terests for my own sphere. Jack, for example, loved keenly 
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a good card game. I had little use f or oards ; but I applied 
myself , to the end that bef ore long I oould play a fair game 
of whist, or oribbage, or pinochle. And when Jack f onnd 
that certain stem methods of instruction distressed and 
stood in the way of qnick absorption on my part, in ali 
gentleness he went right-about in bis lifelong tactics, ex- 
hibiting due appreciation of the harmony that had come to 
prevali in his life. He had until then rather prided 
himself upon an ability to shake knowledge into others, and 
I credited him with altering his way to favor me. He 
told me of how he had once, in half an hour, taught a rather 
moronic young girl to teli time by the clock — ^all others hav- 
ing f ailed. ^ ' But that 's no reason, ' ' I laughingly contended, 
''that you can teach me whist by the same rules I'' 

With regard to our hard work together, and making 
toward a co-existing love and comradeship, I said: ''We 
can't fail, because everything we do is compensatory life 
and living. His reply was: **So try to enjoy the fight 
for its own sakel" 

Crìtics then as now were prone to dispatch the subject 
of Jack London 's personality with words like ** primitive,*' 
' ' uncouth, ' ' ' ' brutal. ' ' He saw the primitiveness in ali life, 
in himself — as he saw everything else, and made ali things 
come under the empery of his thought and written lan- 
guage; but he did not live primitiveness, inasmuch as he 
was delicate, complex, withal simple in the final analyses 
of him. The chastity of the last analysis is like the chastity 
of his art that so of ten showed the last least perfection of 
chiseling. Bobustness of body and mind offset, almost con- 
tradicted, the sensitiveness to impressions, that reaction to 
beauty of every sort — ^though particularly intellectual 
beauty — and to sympathy from others in his mood, his 
aims ; and his shrinking from hurt, although only from the 
very, very few. Yet in himself, in his actions, in his work, 
there existed a regnant overtone, a cogency. Again I say: 
there was no paradox in him. Beleaguered ever with the 
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thoasand-thonsand connotations, factors, in fhe chaos he 
did not falter, but somehow aohieved nnity, and a great 
rhythm. He knew Mmself ; and it was a day of rejoidng 
when one departed gaest, Everett Lloyd, sent him Wein- 
inger's **Sex and Charaoter,*' with the author's definition 
of a genius : ' ^ A genius is he who is consdons of most, and 
of that most acutely. ' ' 

Jack's writing, his thousand words a day, was done in a 
little "work-room** established in the two-room cottage, 
quite without any of ihat work-fever often necessary to 
writers. And whensoever art conflicted with substance, he 
invariably maintained : 

**I will sacrifice form every tvme, when it boils down to 
a final question of choice between form and matter. The 
thought is the thing." 

As some one has said, ''He cared little for writing and 
a great deal for what he was writing about/^ 

Here is further expression of his unrelenting realism, 
''brass-tack'* reality — although it seems to me, ali having 
been said, that his materialism incamated his idealism, 
and his idealism consecrated and transfigured his material- 
ism: 

"I no more belieye in Art for Art's sake theory than I belieye 
that a human and humane motiva justifies the inartistic tellìng of 
a story. I believe there are saints in slime as well as saints in 
heaven, and it depends how the sUme saints are treated — ^upon 
theìr environment — as to whether they wìll eyer leave the slime or 
not. People find fault with me for my 'disgusting realism.' Life 
is full of dìsgusting realism. I know men and women as they are — 
millìons of them yet in the slime state. But I am an evolutionist, 
therefore a broad optimist, henee my love for the human (in the 
slime though he be) comes from my knowing him as he is and 
seeing the divine possibilities ahead of him. That's the whole 
motive of my 'White Pang.* Bvery atom of organic life is plastic. 
The finest specimens now in ezìstence were once ali pulpy inf ants 
eapable of being molded this way or that. Let the pressure be one 
way and we bave atavism — ^the revendon to the wild ; the other the 
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domestication, civilization. I haye always been impressed with the 
awf ul plasticity of lif e and I f eel that I can never lay enough stress 
upon the marvelous power and influence of énvironment. 

''No work in the world is so absorbing to me as the people of 
the world. I care more for personalities than for work or art." 

And he always stuck to it that Herbert Spencer 's '*PhìI- 
osophy of Style*^ helped him more in his youth, than any 
other hook — save Ouida's *'Signa/' his initial impetns — 
to success in literature. ''It taught me/' he said, ''the 
snbtle and manifold operations necessary to transmnte 
thought, beauty, sensation and emotion into black symbols 
on white paper; which symbols through the reader's eye, 
were taken into his brain, and by his brain transmuted into 
thoughty beauty, sensation and emotion that fairly cor^ 
responded with mine. Among other things, tliis taught me 
to hnow the brain of my reader, in order to select the sym- 
bols that would compel his brain to realize my thought, or 
vision, or emotion. Also, I learned that the right symbolfi 
were the ones that would require the expenditure of the 
minimum of my reader's brain energy, leaving the maxi- 
mum of his brain energy to realize and enjoy the content of 
my mind, as conveyed to his mind.*' But "In my grown- 
up years, ' ' he surveyed, ' ' the writers who have influenced 
me most are Karl Marx in a particular, and Spencer in a 
general, way.'* 

So never was I able to wring f rom him any worship of 
art for art's sake, although he strove for art with every 
well-selected instrument of his chosen calling; attained 
art, high art at times; ànd, being a potential Teacher, he 
could explain the means of it — ^this because he knew so 
exactly how he produced his effeets. 

"You're the genius of us two,'* he flabbergasted me one 
day when I, who never knew how I did the very few things 
I did well, had excelled perhaps in a dive, or a passage in 
music, or the revamping of some sentence that had eluded 
his own skiU. "You don't know at ali how you do things, 
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you see/' he went on, '^Yon just do thenu And sometimes 
yon fall down and cannot do them again. Now that 's genius, 
or of the nature of genius. Take George Sterling; hand 
hìm a problem of almost any sort, something he had prob- 
ably never thought of bef ore, certainly never studied. And 
ten to one in a short time he will bave given a masterly 
solution. That^s genius — ^big genius. No, there's no genius 
in mine — ^nnless it's the Weininger kind. I^m too practical 
— ^that's why l'm a good teacher. Now you, my dear,*' in 
candidness he offset some of his praise, ^'make a rotten 
teacher! For instance, that riding lesson to-day, — ^you ride 
as if you had ridden into the world in the first place, — ^but 
l'm damned if you can show me how to *post' on a trot as 
you dol*' 

The pleasurable course of our companionship had its 
normal interruptions. I had to become familiar with his 
man humors. But he never moped, and seldom was taci- 
tum. And his immoderate smoking was a trial ; but after 
once broaching the subject and finding it a tender one with 
him, I dropped ali reference to the matter. Although 
he admired f rankness, courage, the pettish side that women 
know of the biggest men where their personal oomf orts are 
in question, prevented my courage f rom demanding what I 
had confidently hoped for. I should bave known better; 
but then, I was leatnìng. At no time did I ever bear him 
advise against smoking; yet he promised his nephew, Irving 
Shepard, a thousand dollars if he would refrain from 
smoking until he was twenty-one. From our conversation 
on smoking, I gathered that his habit was a rather negligible 
detail in comparison with the thousand and one larger 
issues that occupied his mind. How shall I say? . . • 
that this one habit, a mere habit, which required none of his 
conscious attention, should not he too seriously considered 
by him or others. Also, Jack seemed of a mind that the 
nerve-strain of ref raining offset any advantage that might 
be derìved from abstinence from ci^arettes. 
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Long hot af temoons of typewriter dictation under the 
trees sometimes got on our mutuai touchy nerves, and we 
became cognizant of stili more of each other's caprices. 
Or suddenly, not yet versed in his ^^brass-tack" reasonìng, 
bis ^^arithmetic^'' I might unwittingly start disputes in 
which I had no chance against the assault of his lo^c, and 
would struggle with nerves that urged me to weep in sheer 
feminine bafflement, hating myself the more heartily. But 
always before me rose an honest waming with which Jadc 
had forearmed us both previously to his comìng: 

' ' One thing I want to teli you f or your own good and our happi- 
ness together. I do not thìnk you are a hysterìcal woman. But 
don't ever bave hysterìcs with me. Tou may think l'm hard. 
Haybe I am; but veiy earlìest in my environment, in the very 
molding of the tender thing I was, I carne to recoil f rom hysteria — 
ali the bestìality of uncontrol and its phenomena. In my man- 
hood I bave seen tears and hysteria, and false f ainting speUs, ali 
the unlovely f utility of that sort of thing that gets a woman lesa 
than nothing f rom me. So never, never, I pray, if you love me, 
show yourself hysterìcal. I promise you I shall be cold, hard, even 
curious. And I will admit, in your case, that I should be hurt as 
well. Bnt remember, always, this coldness is not deliberate of me : 
it^s become second nature — a warp. I cannot help shrìnking from 
tantrums as from nnforgotten blows. . . . Once, when I was about 
three (and this is bumed into me with a hot iron), flower in band 
f or a gift, I was brushed aside, kicked over, by an angry, rebellious 
woman strìding on her ego-maniacal way. Well, I made an un- 
happy mouth and went on my own puzzled, dazed path, dimly 
wounded, non-understanding. And that woman I believed the 
most wonderf ul woman in the world, f or die had said so herself . 
So, this and other hysterìcal scenes bave seared me, and I cannot 
help myself.'' 

It is a privilege to serve under a great captain; and I 
sat at his feet and endeavored with ali my womanhood to 
come up to his fine, sane standard of companionshipy the 
thing he had missed even with men, it would seeuL His f ree 
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confidence and his Grand Passion were my gaerdon. And 
there blossomed in hìm a new and wonderf al patienoe that 
hi8 older f riends could hardly credit — ^patience in the little 
things thaty handled rightly, or ignored, make for the day's 
harmony. And I hastened to discount his harshness in 
argomenti in order to partake of the kernel, realizing that 
when he called a spade a spade, it was a battle against arti- 
ficiality, toward soundness of thonght and speech npon 'vital 
tmths — or vital lies. 

A woman whom he greatly admired had acqoired Chris- 
tian Science and wanted to argae npon it with Jack« With 
her enunciated premise, I saw Jack's blood begin to rise: 
* ^ Can no-being be f " she shot at him, and sat back waiting 
his verdict. Althongh they had it hammer and tongs 
for honrs, they actually never got beyond the premise. 
Jack refnsed to consider snch a posit — ^his scientifio mind 
revolted f rom it and the two f ailed to come together on even 
the definition of words, without which there conld be no rea- 
soning. For days he went about muttering, "Can no- 
being bel Can no-being bel — ^What do you think of iti'' 

Bnt inasmnch as his argoing was impersonai, I think 
the f ollowing letter to Bianche Partington, written in 1911, 
after a warm discossion npon Christian Science generally 
and Christ's Temptation in the Wildemess in particnlar, 
is of vaine as an illustration : 

"Dear Bianche : — 

'^Bless yoxL for takmg me just as I am, and for net implying 
one iota more to me than what I stand for. 

''I am, as you must have divined ere this, a foci truthseéker 
with a nerve of logie ezposed and raw and screaming. Perhaps^ it 
ìb my particular f orm of insanity. 

'^I grope in the mud of common facts. I fight like a wolf and 
a hyena. And I don't mean a bit more, or less, than I say. That 
is, I am whoUy concemed with the problem I am wildly discussing 
for the moment. 

''The problem of the 'language of the tribe,' I fear me, is more 
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prof oiind than you apprehend — ^also more dìsconcerting ihan yen 
may imagine f or the ones who attempt to talk in the Ungo of two 
difterent worlds at one and the aame time. 

^'AfEectionately thine, 
^'Jack London.*' 

SometìmeSi when he had been shockingly literal in lan- 
guage of interpretation in one field or another, with blaz- 
ing unrepentant eyes he would lash ont : 

* * Am I right ì Yen don *t ans wer I Am I right t If not, 
show me where I am wrong. I must be shown 1 ^ ' 

The intense eflfort reqnired to *'show*' where I thought 
him wrong would keep poor me on tiptoe moming, noon and 
night — ^more espeoially since I nearly always had to own 
to myself and finally to him that he was right. Slowly I 
commenced to lean upon his judgment, for time and agaìn 
I f ound he oould not fai! me. Li the beginning I have in 
sheer exhaustion been guilty, though very rarely, of the 
unworthy ruse of giving in when I was not convinced. But 
let him suspect the attempted deceit, and the dawning light 
in his face fell into dark disapprobation. So I carne to 
face every issue with him squarely, no matter what the 
price in time, inconvenience, nerves, everything. 

As if in reassurance, he indited in my copy of * * War of 
the Classes*^ 

*'Dear Mate: 

''Just to teli you that you are more Mate than erer, and that 
the years to come are bound to see us very happy. 

''Mate." 

This is not a wail — oh, quite the opposite. The ednoa* 
tion to me was an inestimable treasure. It insured a teem- 
ing intellectual lif e for ali my days on earth. Jack so loved, 
and avowedly, to jar people out of their narrow ruts and 
their preconceived notions about themselves. The insincere 
shrinking of smug souls from the onset of argument 
was sustenance to his missionary mind. He would make 
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{hem Tmoomfortable to sleep with their niggling little petty 
viewpoints, he would. I can see the flags of battle in his 
eyeSy hark again to the old war-note strìke in his fresh 
young voice. And when he had rednced them to powder 
withont a spark left in it, he was delicions, irresistible, in 
his expression of contrition : 

**Don*t mind my harshness,*' he wonld plead. *'I al- 
ways raise my voice and talk with my hands; I can't help 
it. — ^Bnt don't you see? Don't you see/' more often than 
net he wonld come back. '*Tell me, om I right or wrong! 
I beg you to show me where I am wrong. ' ' It was his in- 
trepid way of expressing the abonnding life and thonght 
that were in him. On sentry-go at the gates of observation 
and conscience, he was the Apostle of the Tmth if ever 
there was one. 

Lnckless was the victim who could not benefit by the 
bmsk tonic of his argoment; and indeed, it was a tonic 
to himself, nntil the years when he grew too weary with the 
hopelessness of leavening the inert mass of hnmanity. 
H. U. Wells 's definition of the average mind — ^*'A projec- 
tion of inherent imperf ections ' ' — ^wonld bave snited Jack. 

He was an nndisappointing wonder to ns ali. Despite 
his boredom with small minds, one wonld see him completely 
possessedy enthralled, by the simple goodness of some 
one in the hnmblest walk of life. There were in the neigh- 
borhood certain characters who had fallen into ways of 
hopelessness; and Jack's manly tendemess, always ang- 
mented by an unostentatious band in his pocket, was a 
speechless pleasnre to me, one to emulate f or his sweet sake. 
Then there wonld be his unbounded appreciation of some 
tiny farm where perhaps a by-gone workman of Jack's with 
wife and child, lived happily with one oow, one horse, a 
few chidcens. Delight shone ali over him if he deteoted 
an idea of his own which had been incorporated into the 
other's agricultural equipment. 
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One shining example of that maiily kindness I shall 
never forget: Once, at sea on a great square-rigger, the 
skipper, probàbly f rom illness that rendered hìm otherwìse 
than his nsnal self, issned an order that ali but piled ns 
npon a famons ^^graveyard of shìps.'' Bnt Jatkj jealous 
of a good seaman's reputation, protected the captain's 
blnnder from the eyes of the world. 

He cared almost not at ali, exoept as it might affect his 
market, or his authority, for public opinion of himself or 
Ms books. But I carne to find hìm simply, touchingly sen- 
sitive to approvai from the exceeding few whom he loved, 
and another exceeding few whose discrimination he revered. 

It is beyond band of mine to draw with strong and supple 
strokes a convincing piotare of this protean man-boy. To 
me he stands out simple enough in ali his complexity ; yet I 
oan scarcely hope to leave this impression with the reader — 
so numberless were the factors in the sum of his person- 
ality. The greatest, perhaps, of ali ingredients in his make- 
up, was the surpassing lovableness that made his very defi- 
ciendes appear loveworthy. No matter what the irri- 
tability of mental stress from whatsoever source, appeal to 
him with love and desire of understanding, and the world 
was yours eould he give it to you. 

Needing immediate cash, Jac^ delayed beginning ^' White 
Fang,'' and the young master of the short story went to 
work spilling upon tales like **Brown Wolf '' the warmth 
and color of rural California that had got into his pound- 
ing blood; ^ ^ Planchette " — ^the material for this last was 
founded upon an inddent that had once come under my 
observation, and I passed it on to him; and presently, re- 
quiring the frozen spaces once more for scenes of other 
motifs, he wrote *'The Sun Dog Trail,'* "A Day's Lodg- 
ing,*' **Love of Life,'* and **The Unexpected'' — ^all these to 
be found in '^Moon Face" and '^Love of Life" coUections. 

In a letter to me during absence in the city, answering my 
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query if bis desorìption of death were fonnded npon bis 
own late boni wìtb chlorof orm, be wrote : 

**Te8 — ^tbe deatb linea of *A11 Gold Canyon' carne from 
my ezperienoe witb tbe ^little deatb in life,' 'tbe dninken 
dark,' Hbe sweet tbick mystery of cbloroform,' — you re- 
member Henley's ^Hospital Sketcbes.' " 

Meantìme '^Tbe Sea Wolf " beld sway among tbe ^'best 
sellerSy'' and was mucb discassed. Beviewers especiaUy 
gìrded at tbe details of Hmnpbrey van Weyden's lovemak- 
ing to Maud. "7 don't tbìnk it's silly/' Jack considered. 
**I tbink it is very naturai and sweet. It's tbe way I make 
love, and I don't tbìnk I am sìUy I" Ab for tbe main motif, 
Ifind tbis: 

''I want to make a tale so plain that he who mns may read, and 
fhen fhere is the imderlying psychologieal motif. In 'The Sea 
Wolf' there was, of course, the superficial descrìptive story, while 
fhe underlyìng tendency was to prove that the superman cannot be 
anccessfnl in modem life. The superman is anti-social in his 
tendencies, and in these days of our complex society and sociology 
be cannot be successful in his hostile aloofness. Hence the unpop- 
ularity of the financial supermen like Bockef eller ; he acts lìke an 
irritant in the social body." 

** Talea of tbe Fisb Patrol'* was appearing serially in 
Touths' Compcmion, and tbe critics worried over wba^ tbey 
dared commit tbemselves to about ^^Tbe War of tbe 
Classes" group of articles. Mostly, of conrse, it was se- 
verely slated for its radicalism, as tbe young evangel of 
eoonomics bad naturally f orecast. 

Better tban ali otber accomplisbmenty tbe boy was so 
happy, gone tbe Long Sickness, and now living a new man- 
ner of life. It was tbe first time be bad ever ^4et bimself 
go for longy" to relax and rest in tbe assurance of an at- 
mospbere of eager comprebension. He carne to realize tbe 
vaine and practice of tbe little thing that offsets tbe strain 
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of the big thing. To saddle his borse leisurely, to direct 
its lesser intelligence ; to play witb Brown Wolf and delve 
into tbat reticent comrade's brain-processes ; to see that 
a banunock was properly swang down tbe mossy stream- 
side under tbe maples and alders — ob, no, be did not bang 
it bimself, bnt **boBsed'' wbile Manyoungi did tbe work. 
Aside from leaming to saddle and bamess borses, be was 
in tbe main f aitbful in bis vow never again to work witb 
bis bands. Tbe only exception I recali was wben be be- 
came interested in cnltivating Frencb musbrooms. Spawn 
was ordered from tbe cast, and be made tbe bed down by 
tbe Grabam Creek near wbere be bad once written on **Tbe 
Sea Wolf/' planted and tended and reapedy to tbe astonisb- 
ment of ali wbo knew bim. 

One peculiarity I never oould f atbom. Despite tbe amali- 
ness of bis bands, tbe taper fingers and delicacy of tbeir 
toucby be was ali tbnmbs wben it came to manipnlating 
small objects — say rigging up fisbing gear, buttoning or 
booking a garment, tending bis stylograpbic ink-pencils. 
He migbt easily bave been tbe originai model of tbe bn- 
morists' exasperated busband playing maid to bis wife's 
back-bnttoned raiment He did it willingly enongb wben 
no one else was about, bnt witb mncb nnsaintly verbiage of 
wbicb be gave due beralding. Yet witb tbis dumsiness 
wbicb was a f ount of speculation to Jack, be was able to 
pride bimself tbat be never destroyed anytbing — ^tbis ali 
tbe more remarkable wben taking into account tbat be 
invariably **talked witb bis bands/' Onoe, waving bis 
nrms at table, I saw bim sweep a ^^studenf lamp dear, 
wbicb be caugbt bef ore it could reacb tbe floor ; but be never 
broke a disb. 

Here be gives me proof of my gaerdon, written in 
tbe fly-leaf of **Tbe Game," wbicb came to Glen Ellen in 
June: 
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''Dear Mate: 

'^Whose voice and touch are quick to soothe, and who, wìth a 
firm band, has helped me to emerge from my 'long sickness' so 
that I might look upon the world again dear-eyed. 

*'From your Mate." 

And in **John Barleycorn, * * eight years later: 

"Dear Mate-Woman: 

''You know. You bave helped me bory the Long Sickness and 
.the White Logic. 

"Your Mate-Man, 
"Jack London." 

We rode ali over the Valley, and explored the sylvan 
mazes of its embracing ranges and the intricades of little 
bills with their little vales, that to the north divide the 
valley proper. And we visited the bot-springs resorts 
sontherly in the valley, Agua Caliente and Boyes, for the 
tepid swimming tanks. Once or twice we met Captain 
H. E. Boyes and Mrs. Boyes, who asked ns into their qnaint 
English cottage ; and I remember that the Captaih showed 
Jack a lettor received from Kndyard Kipling, asking if 
he had run across Jack London around Sonoma, and in* 
closiBg a copy of **Mainly About People'* containing a 
flattering criticism of Jack's work. 

We boxed, we swam, we did everything under the snn 
except walk. Jack never walked any distance save when 
there was no other way to progress. I was in entire 
aooord V7ith this, as with a thousand and one other mutuai 
pref erences. I bave seen him deprivo himself of a pleasure, 
if walking was the means of getting at it. '^ You 're the 
only woman I ever walked far to keep an engagement 
with, ' ' he told me ; then spoiled the pretty compliment by 
adding mischievously, * * but I rode most of the way on my 
bicyde — ^that night, you remember t when I got arrested 
for speeding inside Oakland 's city limits!" 
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Those who regarded Jack London as physically power- 
fui were quite right; bnt they would be astonished to find 
that Ms big, shapely muscles of arm and shoulder and leg, 
equal to any emergency whether f rom momentary cali or of 
endurance, were not of the stone-hard variety, even under 
tension. Why, I, **8mall, tender woman/' as he liked to 
Bay, could flex a firmer bicep than Jack's, to his eternai 
amusement. But we were as alike as some twìns in many 
characteristics — particularly our supersensitive flesh. I 
had always been ashamed that in spite of years of horse- 
back riding, let me be away f rom the saddle f or a month or 
èven less, and the first ride would lame my muscles. To my 
surprise Jack, who became an enthusiastic and exoellent 
horseman, showed the ìdentical weakness to the end of his 
life. 

As the weeks warmed into summer, campers flooked to 
Wake Bobin, and the swimming pool in Sonoma Creek, be- 
low the Fish Banch's banks, was a place of wild romping 
every af temoon. Jack taught the young folk to swim and 
dive, and to live without breatMng during exciting touma- 
ments of under-water tag, or searching for hidden objects. 
Certaìn shiny white door-knobs and iron rings that were 
never retrieved, must stili be implanted in the bottom of 
the almost unrecognizable old pool beneath the willows, 
or else long since bave traveled down the valley to the 
Bay. 

There were madder frolics on the sandy beach at the 
northem edge of the bathing hole, and no child so boister- 
ous or enthusiastic or resourceful as Jack, ^^ joyously noisy 
with life^s arrogance.*' He trained them to box and to 
wrestle, and ali, instructor and pupils, took on their vary- 
ing gilds of sun-bronze f rom the ardent California sky that 
tanned the whole land to warm russet. 

I am suddenly aware of the fact that much as Jadc 
shared his aftemoons in sport with the vacation troops of 
campers, many as were the health-giving things of flesh 
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and spirit whidi he taught them, not one leamed f rom him 
in the 8i>ort of killìng. Nor can I remember him ever 
going out hunting in this perìod. The only times I saw 
fireanns in his hands were at intervals when we ali prac- 
tised shooting with rifle and revolver at a target tacked 
agaìnst the end of an ancient mined dam aerosa the Sonoma. 
Once^ years afterward, in southwesem Oregon, Jack was 
taken bear-hunting in the monntains. When he retnmed 
to the ranch-honse he saìd : 

''Mate, these good men don't know what to make of me. 
They offered me what the average hunting man wonld give 
a year of his life to have — ^the chance of getting a bear. 
As it happenedy we did not see any bear ; but coming into 
a clearing, there stood the most gorgeons antlered buck 
you ever want to see, on a little ridge, silhouetted against 
the snnset. The men whispered to me that now was my 
chance. They were fairly trembling with anxiety for fear 
I might miss such a perfect shot. And I didn't even raise 
my gnn. I just couldn't shoot that great, glorious wild 
thing that had no show against the long arm of my rifle. ' ' 

So the children at Wake Bobin — ^how little a child will 
miss — ^resurrected the old ditty of two summers gone, about 
**The kindest friend the rabbits ever knew,'* and loved 
their big-hearted play-friend the more. 

One small OaUand shaver, badly out of sorts with his 
matemal parent, one aftemoon began ^^shying" pebbles at 
ali and sundry. After every one else had gone to supper, 
Jack exceptedy the little fellow sullenly tumed his jaundiced 
attention to the one live mark remaining — ^friend or foe 
it mattered not Jack admonished him to stop, but instead 
he selected larger missiles and went on firing them. Furi- 
ous because Jack laughingly dodged them ali, the mite 
jumped up and down in baflBed wrath and shrieked: ^^You 
hoodlum I You hoodlum I ' ' 
^^Now, I wonder,'* Jack reflected through a cloud of 
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(sigarette smoke after supper, ^^Where he heard me oalled a 
hoodlmnf 

Again recurring to Jack's aUeged brutality, I smile to 
think how considerate he usnally was. In aU the rough- 
and-tumble play with the children and often young folk 
of maturer growth, any one who was hurt by him qniòkly 
gmothered the involontary ^^onch" beoanse ali knew it 
was unintentional. 

With the girls and women — ^I speak from long ex- 
perience. Yes, I bave been hurt — one does not box f or cool 
relaxation, but for the zest of rousing the good red blood 
and setting it free to race through sluggish veins to olear 
lungs and brain and give one a new lease on life. To Jack, 
who loved gameness above ali virtnes, it was bis proudest 
boast that on two or three occasions gore had been drawn 
from one or the other of onr respective features; but it 
was of bis own nndoing he was vainest, because * * the Kid- 
woman squared ber valiant little shoulders and stood up 
with ber eyes wide open and nnafraid and delivered and 
took a good straìght lef t. ' ' 

The point I am leading to is this : I never was even 
jarred in any part of my f eminine anatomy that Jack knew 
was taboo. Allowing that a woman's head, neck and 
shoulders are about ali it is permissible for ber opponent to 
assail, Jack, with greater surface to cover from ber quick 
gloves, worked out and benefitted immeasurably by a system 
of defense that was my despair and that few men could 
win through. 

About the water hole, not one playfellow but would 
gladly drop the strenuous fun to listen to Jack read aloud ; 
and sometimes at special urging from the charmed ring, he 
would with secret gratification respond to a request for 
some story of bis own making. Joshua Slocum 's ' * Voyage 
of the Sprajf*' came in for its tum, and suddenly, one day. 
Jack laid down the hook and said to Unde Boscoe Eames : 

**If Slocum could do it alone in a thirty-five-foot sloop, 
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with an old tin dock f or chronometer, why conldn't we do it 
in a ten-foot-longer boat with better equìpment and more 
company f 

XJncle Boscoe, devoted yachtsman ali bis life, and to ali 
appearance as devoted as ever at nearly sixty, beamed with 
interest The two fell with vim to comparing models of 
craf ty their audience open-monthed at the proposition. Ali 
at once Jad;: turned to me, and I am sure there was no mis- 
giving in bis beart : 

** Wbat do you say, Charmiant-HBuppose five years from 
noWy after we're married and bave built our house some- 
wbere, we start on a voyage around the world in a forty- 
five foot yacht. It'U take a good while to build ber, and 
we 've got a lot of otber things to do besides. ' ' 

**I'm with you, every foot of the way/' I coincidedy 
^^but why wait five years? Why not begin construction in 
the spring and let the house waitf No use pntting up a 
home and running right away and leaving it ! I love a boat, 
you love a boat; let's cali the boat our house until we get 
ready to stay a little while in one place. We'U never be 
any younger, nor want to go any more keenly than right 
now. — ^You know," I struck home, **you're always remind- 
ing me that we are dying, celi by celi, every minute of our 
livesl*' 

**Hoist by my own petard,*' Jack growled facetiously, 
but inwardly approving. 

This was the inception of the Snark voyage idea, most 
wonderful of ali our glittering rosary of adventurimgs. 

Aside from the campers, who did not invade bis sanc- 
tuary, Jack saw almost no visitors. ^^One," he told a 
reporter, ^^was a Bussian Bevolutionist ; the otber I 
avoidedl'^ We were swinging in bis hammock at the far 
end of ^^Jack's House'' from the road, when we glimpsed 
the latter unannounced and unwelcome figure on the path- 
way from my Aunt's home. Undetected, we slipped from 
the hammock, and kept stili invisible as we soft-padded 
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around the cottage, always keeping on the opposite side 
from the searching oaller, who shortly went away. **I'm 
going to put up two signs on my entrances, ' ' Jack giggled. 
* * On the front door will be read : 

NO ADMISSION EXCEPT ON BUSINESS; 
NO BUSINESS TBANSAOTED HEBE. 

On the back: 

PLEASE DO NOT ENTEB WITHOUT 
KNOCKING. PLEASE DO NOT KNOCK." 

He was as good as bis word. I lettered the legenda, 
and Manyonngi nailed them np, to the scandal of the neigh- 
hors. But this summer was the one and only period of in- 
hospitality of any length in Jack's whole life — ^an instance 
when he really wanted to be let alone — ^a necessity in his 
development at that phase. A few months later, in Bos- 
ton, he gave this out to one of the papers : 

**No, I do not care for society — much. I haven't the 
time. And besides, society and I disagree as to how I 
shouid dress, and as to how I shonld do a great many 
other things. I haven't time for pink teas, nor for pink 
souls. I find that I can get along now less vexationsly 
and more happily without very much personal dealing with 
what I may cali general hmnanity. Yet I am not a hermit ; 
I bave simply reduced my visiting list. ' ' 

Society always had him at bay about his dothing. 
Once he wrote : * *I bave been redi, and did not cheat reality 
any step of the way, even in so microscopically small, and 
comically ludicrous, a detail as the wearing of a starehed 
celiar when it would bave hurt my neck had I wom it.*' 
How he would bave bidden to his heart that ^^Shaw of 
Tailors," H. Dennis Bradley of London Town, who wishes, 
amidst other current post-bellum reconstruction, a revolu- 
tion in the matter of starch: '^If starch is a food,'' he 
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adjnresy ^^for goodness' sake eat it; do not plaster it on 
your bosom and bend it round yonr neck. The war has 
taught the vaine of soft silken shirts and eoUars; and we 
shall not retnm to the Prassianism and the Militarism of 
the blìndy nnreasonìng 'boiled' shirt withont a murmnr." 

Now and again Ja^ tore himself f rom his happy valley, 
to lend his voice to the Cause. One of these occasions was 
on May 22, when he leotnred at Maple Hall, at Fourteenth 
and Webster Streets, Oakland. In the same month we two 
rode one day to Santa Rosa, to cali npon Lutìier Bnrbank, 
who was an old friend of my family. On Angast 22, to- 
gether he and I traveled to San Francisco to see the presen- 
tation of a one-act play done by Miss Lee Bascom, ^^The 
Great Interrogation,*' based npon Jack's ** Story of Jees 
Uck,'* from Faith of Men collection . 

Jack, as coUaborator, was ferreted ont from where we 
had made oorselves as small as possible in the Alcazar's 
gallery, and appeared bef ore the curtain with Miss Bascom, 
to whom he gallantly attribnted whatever excellenoe the 
pleasing drama possessed. 

About this time a dramatization of ''The Sea Wolf," 
whidi was nnìntentionally fardcal in the extreme, was put 
on at an Oakland playhonse. Catering to the finicky thea- 
ter-goer, the playwright had introduced a chaperone, who 
evìdently called for company in the shape of an ingenue. 
This young person was portrayed by no other than the win- 
some Ola Humphrey, of Oakland, whom later we were to 
know in Sydney, Australia, as a leading woman, and stili in 
the future as the Princess Ibrahim Hassan. 

As in the Alcazar, Jack chose the most inconspieuous 
position from whioh to view what had been done to theme 
of his. On the present occasion he remained undiscov- 
ered, and was able to shed his tears of mirth on either 
shoulder he desired, Sterling's or mine, when the shrieking 
melodrama became too much for his control. ''0 Gawdl 
O Gawdl" he mimicked the Ohost's cook, Muggridge; and 
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'^If they shoidd hunt me ont and get me on the stage, what 
oould I say but * Gawd ! Gawd I ' * * The tmf ortanate 
Van Weydeiiy if I remember aright, chose to wear, from 
rise to fall of cartain, a well polished pair of tan shoes f or 
which the rigors of the salt sea had no terrors. 

On September 9, Jack went to Colma, as one of a oon- 
stellation of The E(cammer's star writers, to do the 
Brìtt-Nelson prizefight It was in the course of this write- 
np he ooined another catch-phrase that went into the lan- 
gaage of the oountry, as ^'the cali of the wild," ^'the white 
silence," and even ''the game" had become almost house- 
hold words. This time it was ''the abysmal bmte," to 
which certain pjigilists took exception nntil they came to 
reaUze the author's meaning — ^the life that refuses to qnit 
and lie down even after consciousness has ceased. 

"By 'abysmal brute,* " Ja<i would extemporize, "I 
mean the basic life deeper than the brain and the intellect in 
living things. Intelligence rests upon it; and when intel- 
ligence goes, it stili remains. The abysmal bmte life," he 
illnstrated, "that causes the heart of a g^tted dog-fish to 
beat in one's band — ^you've seen them do that when we 
were fishing off the Key Beute pier," I was reminded. 
"Or the beak of a slain turtle to dose and bite off a man's 
finger; it's the life force that makes a fighter go on fighting 
even though he is past ali direction from bis intelligence. ' ' 
So enamored was he of bis own phrase that eight years 
afterward he used it f or title of another prize-fight noveL 

In addition to bis regular work, Jack would find time 
to review a hook, as for instance "The Long Day," which 
critique occupied a page in an October Eocami/ner; or to 
contribute an artide, like "The Walking Delegate," in the 
May 28th issue of the same paper. 

It was in August of this year that he sent to CoUier's 
Weehly the artide entitled "Revolution," based upon the 
lecture. He had already sent it to The CosmopoUtan, 
but owing to some disagreement upon the prioe had with- 
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drawn the manuscript. This artide was published in Lon- 
don in the Contemporartf Review. Jack's Iettar to the 
Editor of CoUier's I give below: 

^'I am aending yen herewith an artide that may strike you as a 
regalar firebrand ; but I ask you to earry into the reading of it one 
idea, namely, that the whole article is a statement of fact There 
ìb no theory about it. I state the f acts and the fignres of the revo- 
lution. I state how many revolutionists there are, why they are 
reyolutionistSy and their views — ali of which are f acts. 

''It seems to me that this article would be especially apposite 
just now, foUowing upon the wholesale ezposures of graft and 
rottennesB in the high places, which bave of late fUled ali the maga- 
zines and newspapers. It is the other side of the shield. It is 
another way of lookìng at the question, and half a nullion of voterà 
are looking at it in this way in the United States. And it might 
be interesting to the capitalists to see thus depicted this great 
antagomstic force which they, by their present graft and rotten- 
nesSy are not doing anything to f end off. But rather are they 
encouraging the growth of this antagonìstic force by their own 
eulpable mismanagement of society. 

"Of course, should you find it in your way to publìsh this 
article, it would be very well to preface it with an editorial note 
to the effect that it is a statement of the situation by an avowed 
and miHtant socialist; and of course you would be quite welcome 
to eriticize the whole article in any way you saw fit." 

Ali those bright, vitaUzing months, there was growing 
in his bosom a seed sown two years earlier when he had 
come to love Sonoma Valley. **The Valley of the Moon/' 
he called it, having nnearthed the faot that Sonoma stood 
for ''moon" in the early Indian tongue of the locality. I 
bave since heard Sonoma defined as ''seven moons," be- 
cause, driving in the crescent of the valley, one may see 
seven risings of the orb behind the waving contonrs of the 
smnmits. 

His eyes roved over the forested monntainside, and 
yeamìng heigbtened to make some part of it his own, for 
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home when we should be man and wif e — ^his very own while 
lif e should la8t. Bnt it appeared net te be f or sale. One 
prospect above ali others filled cut eyes whenever we rode 
side by side up a certain old private road — three inexpress- 
ibly romantic knolls crowned with fir and redwood, rosy- 
limbedy blossom-perfnmed madrono, and scented tapers of 
the buckeye — ^wooded islets rìsing out of a deep, tossìng sea 
of tree-tops. And one day a neighbor said : 

**Why, those knolls there belong to a seotion of over a 
hnndred acres owned by Robert P. Hill down at Eldridge, 
yonder^ the next station below Glen EUen. Go and see him, 
and I bet he '11 sell it to yon. l'm sure I heard it could be 
bought.'' 

In no time at ali, Jack was possessor of one hnndred 
and twenty-nine acres of the most idyllic spot we were ever 
to behold — later to be glorified in bis novel * * Bnming Day- 
light.'' Its irregular diamond-shape was bounded by the 
magnificently wooded gorge of old Asbury Creek to the 
southeast, and the whole sweet domain was wildemess of 
every sort of Calif omian timber and shrubbery, save some 
forty acres of cleared land that had once yielded wine- 
grapes and now waved with grain. 

' Jack paid $7000.00 for the property, which tnmed ont 
to be a portion of the originai grant of some two hnndred 
sqnare miles from the Mexican Govermnent to General 
Yallejo. Mr. and Mrs. Hill declare to this day that they 
f ear Jack conld probably bave beaten their figare if he had 
stood out. But there is another aspect to the happening. 
Jack, alaSy had no chance; he aocused me of preduding 
any such move on bis side, by any unthinking ravings over 
the land in qnestion. And I meekly refrained from pro- 
testing when he exdnded me from ali business sessions 
thereafter. 

Mrs. Hill, who was President of the California Wo- 
man's Federation of Clnbs, amongst other engagìng cus- 
toms displayed the one of welcoming a guest with both ber 
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hands claspìng the other 'b one. And after a little acquain- 
tance wìth our new friends, I noticed that Jack adopted 
the gradons habit wìth his own gaests — quite nnknowinglyy 
I am sure, for he was not addicted to Gopyìng manners. 
This remìnds me that when I first met Jack London, it was 
with surprise I noted that he shook hands rather limply. 
It must have been a reminiscence of childhood diflSdence; 
it could not be ooldness, for he radiated warmth and sin- 
cerity f rom head to f oot. Liater, I had dared teli him of my 
be-pnzzlement, and f onnd that he had no idea his clasp was 
not a hearty one. He set about remedying the laok of finn- 
ness. Looking throngh his 1905 clipping book^ I come upon 
this f rom an ìnterviewer in an lowa town where Jack had 
lectnred : 

"The words and hearty dasp were with boy-like frank- 
nesSy a boy's greeting to another boy." 

We called it onr Land of Dear Delight, bnt, to the 
worldy simply The Banch. What Jack thought of it, and 
his enthusiasm, taking the place of his old nnrest, in ali 
the simplest details of his new farm, is indicated in his 
letters to George Sterling and Clondesley Johns. To 
George he wrote : 

' ' I bave long smce given over my automobile scheme ; it was toc 
damned expensive on the face of it, and I bave long smce decided 
to buy land in the woods, somewhere, and build. . . . For over a 
year, I have been planning this home proposition, and now I am 
just beginning to see my way dear to it. I am really going to 
throw cut an anchor so big and so heavy that ali hell could never 
get it up again. In fact, it's going to be a prodigious, ponderous 
sort of an anchor." 

What the neighbors thought of the transaction, he words 
in**TheIronHeel:" 

*'Once a writer friend of mine had owned the ranch. ... He 
had bought the ranch for beauty, and paid a round price for it» 
much to the di^^ust of the locai farmers. He used to teli with 
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great glee how they were wont to shake their heads moumf ully at 
the prìce, to accomplish ponderously a bit of mental arithmetic, 
and then to aay, 'But you can't make 8ix per cent on it' '* 

''Jack London, 

''Glen EUen, 
''Sonoma Co., Cai., 
''June 7, 1905, 
**Dear Cloudesley: 

''Yea, verily, gorgeouB plana. I hare just blown myself for 
129 aerea of land. IH not attempt to descrìbe. It's beyond me. 

"AIso, I bave just bought several horses, a colt, a cow, a calf, 
a plow, harrow, wagon, buggy, ete., to say nothing of chickens, 
turkeys, pigeons, etc, etc. Ali this last part waa nnezpected, and 
has left me fiat broke. . • . IVe taken ali the money I conld get 
from Macmillan to pay for the land, and haven't any now even to 
build a barn with, mueh less a honse. 

''Haven't started 'White Fang' yet. Am writing some short 
Btories in order ta get hold of some immediate cash.'' 

And this fragment from his next, dated Jnly 6, 1905: 



' ' As regards the ranch — ^I figure the yegetables, firewood, 
eggs, chickens, etc, procured by the hired man will come pretty 
dose to paying the hired man's wages. The 40 acres of cleared 
ground (hay) I can always bave farmed on shares. The other 
fellow f umishes ali the work, seed, and care, while I fumish the 
land. He gets % of crop of hay. I get % — about 25 or 30 tona 
for my share. 

"l'm going swimming. I take a hook along, and read and 
swim, tum and tum about, until 6 P.M. It is now 1 P.M. 

"Wolf." 

"Augnst 30, 1905. 
"Dear Cloudesley: 

". . . By the way. Collier 's has accepted 'Revolution.' What 
d'ye think o ' that T Robert J. Collier wrote the letter of acceptance 
himself , saying : That he was going to publish my flre-brand as a 
piece of literature, even if it did lese him several hundred thousand 
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ef hÌ8 capitalistic subecriben. Alfio, wanting to know how much 
I aaked for the artide, he aaid, 'Don't penalize me too heavìly 
for my nerve in publishing it.' 

"I am racing along with 'White Fang.' Have got about 45,000 
words dono, and hope to finish it inside the next f our weeks, when 
I pulì East on the lecturing-trìp. 

"Have you read Jimmy Britt^s review of 'The Qame'T It i8 
allrìghtl 

"Say, read *The Divine Pire,' by May Sinclair, and then get 
down in the dtist at her feet. She is a master. 

Of ali books of fiction we read at this period, **The 
Divine Fire^' and Eden Phillpotts's *'The Secret Woman*' 
made the deepest mark npon tis both. 

When laying f onndation for a novel, Jack would isolate 
hìmself for the f orenoon, in a hilly manzanita grove adjoin- 
ing the Wake Robin aerea — ^the **wine-wooded manzanita '^ 
he named it in *'A11 Gold Canyon.'* But for ali short work 
he made his notes at a table in the redwood-paneled room 
where he worked and slept. He liked music while he com- 
posedy and was never so content as when open Windows 
bronght my practising to him from the other house. 

OnjB day, retnming from San Francisco, he said: 
**WeVe got to have a phonograph 1 ' ' **Awfull*' I coun- 
tered. * * You don 't know what you 're saying, ' ' he reproved 
in sparkling tone. '^IVe been listening for hours to the 
most wonderful records, and there's a man down in Glen 
EUen who has an agency, and we 're to come down to-night 
and hear the thing. No— don 't say a word — ^you'U go per- 
feotly crazy over iti*' 

I did ; and a Victor carne to stay at Wake Bobin, sub^ 
sequently saìling with us to the South Seas with one hundred 
and fifty records presented by the manufacturers. This 
music Jack also liked while he worked, so long as he could 
noi dìstinguish the words of songs, which would distraci his 
attention from the words he was juggling with. 

At that time he cared far more for orchestrai than for 
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vooal harmonieSy especially the Wagnerian operas. In the 

latter, as well as in qnite a repertory of other operatic 

work, he had been well coached by his friend Bianche Part- 

ington, musical and dramatio critic on the San Francisco 

CaU f or seven years, who had taken him with her to many 

performances. I, on the other hand, favored the voice 

records above the instmmental. After several years, as 

one manif estation of his searching into the human. Jack 

leaned more and more to the voice, until he seldom put on 

the orchestrai disks. 

"Sept.4,1905. 

'^Dear Cloudesley: 

''So you're going to begin writing for money I Forgive me for 
rubbing it in. YouVe changed since several years ago when yen 
place ART fibrst and doUars afterward. Yen didn't quite sym- 
pathize with me in those days. 

''After ali, there's nothing like life; and I, for one, bave always 
stood, and shall always stand, for the ezaltìng of the life that is 
in me over Art, or any other extraneous thing. 

"Wolf." 

George Serling had affectionately dubbed him ''The 
Wolf,'* or "The Fierce Wolf,^' or "The Shaggy Wolf/* In 
the last month of Jack London 's life, he gave me an exqui- 
site tiny wrist-watch. "And what shall I bave engraved on 
itf " I asked. "Oh, 'Mate from Wolf,^ I guess,*' he re- 
plied. And I: "The same as when we exchanged engage- 
ment watchesf "Why, yes, if you don^t mind,'' he ad- 
mitted. "I bave sometimes wished you would cali me 
'Wolf^moreoften/' 

"I wish I had called you 'Wolf,' then,*' I said remorse- 
fully, "since you would bave liked it. But it seemed pre- 
dously George 's name for you, and that is why I seldom 
used it.'' The wee Swiss timepiece was lettered according- 
ly, this after his light had gene out f orever, for I had not 
been again in town. 

Jack was generous about helping his friends out in 
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timo of need^ but fhe f ollowing, to one of them in October, 
shows how olosely he was numing, and again mentions his 
intended leotnring trip : 

''To buy the ranch and build barn, I had to get heavy advanceB 
f rom my publìshers. I had already overdrawn so heavily, that 
they asked me, and in common decency I agreed, to pay interetst 
on these new advances made. 

'' At present moment my check book diowa $207.83 to my credit 
at the bank. It ìb the first of the month and I bave no end of bilia 
awaiting me, prominent among which are: (Here foUows list of 
payments to bis own mother, his chìldren's mother, his rent, tools 
for the Ranch, and some smaller bills.) 

''Now, I bave to pay my own expenses iEast. Lecture Bureau 
afterward reimburses me. I haven't a cent comìng to me from 
any source, and must borrow this money in Oakland. Also, in 
November I must meet between seven and eight hundred dollars 
insnrance. My mother wants me to increase ber monthly allow- 
ance. So does B. I have just paid hospital bills of over $100.00 
for one of my sisters. Another member of the f amily, whom I can- 
not refuse, has wamed me that as soon as I arrivo in Oakland he 
wants to make a proposition to me. I know what that means. 

''And I have promìsed $30.00 to pay printing of appeal to 
Supreme Court of Joe King, a poor devìl in Co. Jail with 50 yrs. 
sentence hanging over him and who is being railroaded. 

"And so on, aad so on, and so on — Oh, and a bill for over $45.00 
to the bay press. So you see that I am not only sailing dose to the 
wìnd but that I am dead into it and my sails flapping.'' 



^'l'm always in debt," Jadc said to Ashton Stevens^ 
who interviewed him for The Exammer. "Look at that 
bandi See where the light comes through the fingere t 
That hand leaks. It was explained to me by the Korean boy 
that took me through Manchuria. Ali l'd like to do is to be 
able to get enough money ahead to loaf for a year — ^that's 
my little dream, '^ 

''And buy some dress ahirts and evening dothest'* Mr. 
Stevens slyly baited. 

"Oh, I have them," Ja(& grinned ; ^^I Ve got theoL Bui 
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l'm willing to pnt 'em on only when I ean't get in withont 
them. I loathe the thingSi bui if the worst oomes to the 
worst l've got 'em; I insist IVe got 'em.*' 

^'Then your dream of rest realìzed wouldn't be ali 
purple teas!^* 

^^Indeed it wonld not At Olen Ellen l've got a farmi 
and l'm going to build a honse and a lot of things; it'll 
take me abont two years to make improvements and settle 
down. And then l'm going to bnild a forty-foot sea-going 
yacht and with two or three others omise aroond the 
world. We '11 be our own ore w and cook and ev erything else, 
and the first port will be twenty-one hnndred miles from 
San Frandsco — ^Honolnln. Thence on and on. Maybe Ili 
realize on that trip some of my dream of rest." 

In the months before he came to Glen Ellen that year, 
he would ask musical friends for '^The Garden of Sleep/' a 
song by Olement Scott and Isidoro de Lara, and for ^'Sing 
Me to Sleep," by Clifton Bingham and Edwin Green. As 
timo went on, he called upon me less and less for these rest- 
fnl melodies. When they had at length served bis need, 
in oharacteristic manner of not looking baokward, he waa 
throngh with the songs. 

Conceming the world voyage, he wrote to Anna Stnm- 
sky: 

*'Yoa remember the Spray in whioh yen sailed wifh me one 
dayf Welly this new boat will be dx or eeven feet longer than the 
Spray, and I am going to sail ber aronnd the world, writing as I go. 
Ezpect to be gene on trip fonr or five years — aronnd the Hom, 
Cape of Good Hope, Europe, Aria, Africa, Sonth America, Aus- 
tralia, and everywhere else." 

Jack's ''dream of rest" had more than onoe, in my hear- 
ing, been associated with death itself. Never was he so 
happy, he who at the same timo so exalted Ufo, that he 
could not descant npon the repose of death. One of my 
earliest memorìes of him is snob a remark as this : 
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^ ' To me the idea of death is aweet. Think of it— to lie 
down and go into the dark out of ali the stmggle and paìn 
of lÌTÌng — ^to go to fileep and rest, always to be resting. 
Ohy I do not want to die now — ^l'd fight like the devil to 
keep alive. . . • Bnt when I come to die, it will be smiling 
at deathy I promise you." 

Early in onr married lif e I entreated : 

'^Don% don't pian so many great thìngs that yon will 
always bave to slave for the means. Make yonr money and 
'loaf ' for a while." Bnt in ali the years we were together, 
the day of living rest fled before hhn. His vast plannings 
widened as widened his fnnd of knowledge— there was no 
horizon at any point of his compass. So I came to give np, 
and cooperate with him wherever his ambition chose to 
express itself . 

YeSy Jack was always in debt ; bnt never to the point of 
f ailing to see his way ont. Whicb, after ali, is merely good 
business. He was hware of his angmenting eaming power ; 
bnt tìmid ones lacking his vision ref rained f rom depending 
npon him becanse their prognosis was that he wonld f ail 
throngh poor judgment. And yet, after his death, as many 
as depended npon him in lif etimo are stili cared for by his 
f oresight — even more than those. Any one who gave voice 
to the opinion that Jack London was a poor business man 
was a sonrce of irritation to him, snch was his realization 
his own effidenc^. 



CHAPTER XXVn 

gXOOND MABBIAGB ; LECTUBB TBIP ; BOBTOK 

1905-1906 

Ir Ì8 of record, in the files of every American newspaper^ 
that the final decree in the Jack London divorce was 
granted on November 18, 1905— this after a separation of 
two and a half years between the parties thereto. Jads 
had once said to me : 

'^If a divorce had not been allowed me, I wonld not bave 
given you up — that wonld be nnthìnkable. We wonld bave 
gone somewhere, if yon wonld, and I think yon wonld— on 
the other side of the world, and dignifiedly lived ont onr 
Uvea, *on the sqnare, like a tme married pair.* *' 

Bnt this was thonght of by him only as an extreme. 
For, as in most considerations, Jack snpported law, 
holding that society rested npon monogamy; thongh that 
all-ronnd mind of bis as firmly stood behind bis biology 
with regard to man's polygamons place in the animai king- 
dom. ^^And anyway, onr love and mateship is of the stamp 
that bonds cannot tire, thank God," he wonld rejoin. Then, 
in a note : **We will respect the world and the way of the 
world, ' * 

Once, ont of a speli of despondency before he came to 
Glen EUen, Jack wrote me a letter which I give below, so 
that ali may bave access to the solid f onndation npon whiòh 
reason stood, npbolding romantic love : 



ti 
ti 



Dear, dear Woman : 

SomehoWy you have been very much in my thoughts these last 
few days, and in inezpressible ways you are dearer to me. 

76 
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'^I will not speak of the mind-qualities, the soul-qualitie»— for 
somehow, in these, in ways beyond my speech and thought, you 
have saddenly loomed eoloaaal in compariaon wìth the rack of 
women. 

''Oh, belìeve me, in these last several days I have been doing 
some thinking, some comparing — ^and I have been made aware, not 
merely of prìde, and greater prìde, in yon, bnt of delight in you. 
Dear, dear Woman, Wednesday night, how I delighted in you, f or 
instance I Of conrse, I liked the look of you ; but oatside of that, 
I delighted — ^and not so much in what yon said or did, as in what 
yon did not say or do. You, just you — ^with strength and surety, 
and power to hold me to you f or that old peace and rest which you 
have always had f or me. I am more confident now than a year ago 
that we shall be happy together. I am ratùmaUy confident 

''Godi and you have gritl I love you for it. You are my 
comrade for it. And I mean the grit of the soul. 

"And the lesser grit — ^you have it, too. I think of you swim- 
ming, and jumping, and diving, and my arms go out to the dear, 
sensitive, gritty body of yours, as my arms go out to the grìtty soul 
of you within that body. 

"My first thought in the moming is of you, my last thought at 
night. My arms are about you, and I kiss you wìth my souL 

"YourOwnMan.'* 

But he was also the mad lover, gloriously, boundlessly 
80. Ab witness this, wrìtten three weeks before our wed- 
dingy after he had gene Eaat : 

"Blessed Mate: 

"I do not think that I have yet parted wìth you, so full am I, 
heart and soul, wìth the vision of you. 

"Standards are nothing, judgments are nothing; I need not 
reason about you except in the simplest way, and that way is that 
you mean everything to me and are more to me than any woman 
I have ever known. 

"Your own man, 

"The Wolf.'* 

Editors have repeatedly approached me on the subject 
of publisbìng Jack London 's lettera to myself. Ali argu- 
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menta were barren of resnlt, save one: that Jack London 's 
love nature is little known or reckoned with in the aver- 
age estimate of him ; or, worse, misnnderstood. This slant 
of argoment of course had not been unthought of by me. 
And beeause no just study of the man can otherwise be 
made^ I present, throughout this hook, the lettere I bave 
chosen from the uncounted ones in my possession. Below 
I quote the very first in whioh he mentions bis regard, some- 
thing that had theretof ore been undreamed of by me. We 
had been disoussing something about my own make-up 
which he said had always eluded him — and I had gathered 
that it was not espeoially complimentary. My curiosity 
beìng aroused, I wrote and asked him if he oould not defi- 
nitely word bis feeling. Here is the reply : 

''I see that what I spoke of worries you. It would worry me 
equally, I am aure, did it come from a friend. But the very point 
of it was that I did not know what it was. If I had, I should not 
bave brought it up. If you will recollect, it was one of the lesser 
puzzles of your make-up to which I merely easually referred. 
None of your guesses hits it: I bave seen and measured your 'in- 
ordinate fondness' for pretty things and for the correct thing. 
These are logicai and consist^it in you, and the fact that they 
are arouses notlung but satisf action in me. I referred to something 
I did not know, something I felt as I f elt the vision of you crying 
in the grass. Terhaps I used the word 'conventionality' for lack 
of adequate ezpression, for the same reason that I spoke from lack 
of comprehension. A something felt of something no more than 
potential in you and of which I had seen no evidences. If you f ail 
to f ollow me I am indeed lost, for I bave strained to give definite 
utterance to a thiag remote and obscure. 

''You speak of frankness. I passionately desire it, but bave 
come to shrink from the pain of intimacies which brìng the greater 
frankness forth. Superficial frankness is comparatively easy, bu' 
one must pay for stripping off the dry husks of dothing, the self • 
conventions which masque the soul, and for standing out naked ìik 
the eyes of one who sees. I bave paid, and lOce a child who has 
been bumed by Are, I shrink from paying toc often. You surely 
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have known such franknesses and the penalties yon paid. Whea 
I found heart's desire speaking damoronsly to you, I turned my 
eyes away and strove to go on wìth my superficial self, talking, I 
know not what. And I did it consciously — ^partly so, perliap&-^ 
and I did it antomatically, instinctively. Memorìes of old paìns, 
incoherent hart% a welter of remembrances, compelled me to dose 
the mouth whereby my Inner self was shouting at you a summons 
bound to give hnrt and to bring hnrt in retnm* 

"I wonder if I make yon iinderstand. Yon see, in the objective 
faeta of my lif e I have always been frankness personified. That 
I tramped or begged or festered in jail or slum meant nothing by 
the telUng. But over the lips of my inner self I had long since put 
a seal — a seal indeed rarely broken, in moments when one canght 
fleeting glimpses of the hermit who lived inside. How can I begin 
to explainf • • • My child life was nnoongeniaL There was little 
responsive aronnd me, I leamed retieence, an inner reticenee. 
I went into the world early, and I adventnred among dìiferent 
dasses. A newcomer in any class, I natnrally was reticent con- 
ceming my real self, whieh sach a class could not nnderstand, 
while I was superfteially loqnacions in order tomake my entry 
into such a class popnlar and sacceesful. And so it went, from 
class to class, from cliqne to cliqne. No intimacies, a continuons 
hardenìng, a saperfleial loqnacity so dever, and an inner retioence 
so secret, that tìie one was taken f or the real, and the other never 
dreamed of . 

''Ask people who know me to-day, what I am. A rough, 
savage f ellow, they wiU say, who likes prizefights and bmtalities, 
who has a dever tum of pen, a charlatan's smattering of art, and 
the inevitable deflciendes of the untrained, nnrefined, self-made 
man which he strives with a fair measure of saccess to hide beneath 
an attitnde of roughness and nnconventionality. Do I endeavor 
to nnconvince themt It's so much easier to leave their convictions 
alone. 

^'And now the threads of my tangled disconrse draw together. 
I have ezperienced the greater frankness, several tìmes, under 
provocation, with a man or two, and a woman or two, and the oc- 
eanons have been great joy-givers, as they have also been great 
sorrow-givers. I do not wish they had never happened, but I re- 
eoil unoonsdoiisly from their happening again. It is so mneh easier 
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to live placidly and complacently. Of cotmey to live plaeidly and 
complaeently is not to live at ali, but stili, between prizefights and 
kites and one thing and another I manage to f ool my inner self 
pretty well. Poor inner self! I wonder if it will atrophy, dry 
up some day and blow away. 

''This is the first serions talk I bave had abont myself for a 
weary while. I hope my flood of apeech bas not bored yon. 
When may I see yonf '' 



it 



When, so shortly afterward, we had discovered, almost 
aa wiih love-at-first-sight, the great glory that was rising 
in US, this was bis next message— a burst of snnshìne after 
dark days : 



" I am dnmb this ntoming. Idonotthink. I do not tbink at alL 
Talk of analysisl I should bave to get a year or so between me 
and the last of yon in order to generalize, in order to answer the 
everlasting qnery: *What i$ it aU ab&uit' 

''Wbat IS it ali aboutt I do not know. I know only tbat I 
am off my feet and drifting witb the tide; drifting and singing, 
bnt it is a flood tide and the song a pnan. 

" Yonngerf I am twenty years yoonger. So yonng that I am 
too lasy to work. I am lying bere in the hammock thinking dreamily 
of yotu No, I am not lazy at ali. I am doing no work beeanse I 
am ìncapable of doing it. Wherever I look I see yon. I dose 
my eyea and bear yon, and stili see yon. I try to gather my 
thongbts together and I tbink — ^You. Bnt it is not a thought — 
it is a picture of yon, a vision — a something aa objeetive and real 
aa when I nsed to see yon crying in the grass. 

"An honr bas passed since I wrote the last word. I am stili 
in the hammock, and what I bave written is the bistory of that 
honr, as it is of ali the other honrs. 

' ' Well, they are good honrs. Though I never saw yon again, the 
memory of them wonld be sweet. To bave lived them, bere in the 
hammock, is to bave lived well and high." 

And again: ''This I know — ^that yon will come to me, some 
time, some where. It is inevitable. The honr is already too 
big to become anything less than the biggest. We cannot faìl, 
diminish, fall back into night witb the dawn thns in onr eyes. 
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For ìt Ì3 no false dawn. Onr eyes are dazzled wìih it, and onr sonls. 
We know not what, and yet WE ENOW. The lif e that ìs in ns 
knows. It is crying ont, and we cannot dose our ears to ita cry. 
It is reachìng out yeaming arms that know the truth and secret 
of ìxvìng as we, apart from it and striving to reason it, do not 
know. my dear, we give and live, we withhold and die. 

'*Yon may langh and protest, bnt you ARE big. A thonsand 
thìngs prove it to me-— to me who never needed the proof . I knew — 
knew from the first. I, who have f elt and soonded my way throngh 
life like some mariner on a fog^bonnd coast, have never felt nor 
sonnded when with yon. I knew you from the first, knew you and 
accepted yon. This is why, when the time for speech came, there 
was no need for speech. 

'*I do not know if I shall see yon to-night, and, sneh is the 
certìtnde of onr tangled destiny, I hardly think I care. Did I 
donbt, it wonld be different. Bnt it mnst be so, I know, not 
sooner or later, bnt soon. It is the wiU of yonr life and mine that 
it shall be so, and we are not so weak that we cannot keep f aith with 
the tmth and the best that is in ns. 

*' Yon are more kin to me than any woman I have ever kaown.'' 

The next lettor gives a deathlesa pioturing of Jaok Lon- 
don 's loneliness of old and his new-found happiness : 

*'Do yon know a happy moment yon have given me — a wonder- 
f ni moment T When yon sat looking into my eyes and repeated to 
me : 'Yon are more kin to me than any woman I have ever known.' 
That those words shonld have shaped to you the one really great 
thonght in the letter, the thonght most vital to me and to my love 
for yon, stamped oxur kinship irrevocably. Snrely we are very One, 
yon and 1 1 

''Shall I teli yon a dream of my boyhood and manhoodt — a 
dream which in my rashness I thought had dreamed itself ont and 
beyond ali chance of realizationt Let me. I do not know, now, 
what my other loves have been, how much of depth and worth 
there were in them; bnt this I know, and knew then, and know 
always — ^that there was a something greater I yeamed after, a some- 
thing that beat npon my imagination with a great glowing light 
and made those woman-loves wan things and pale, oh so pitiably 
wan and palei 
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'^I have held a woman in my arma who loved me and whom I 
lovedy and in that love-moment have told ber, as one will teli a dead 
dream, of this greÀt thing I had looked f or, looked f or vainly, and 
the quest of which I had at last abandoned. And the woman grew 
passionately angry, and I shoidd have wondered had I not known 
how pale and weak it made ali of her that she conld ever give me. 

"For I had dreamed of the great Man-Comrade. I, who have 
been comrades wìth many men, and a good eomrade I believe, have 
never had a eomrade at ali, and m the deeper BÌgnificance of it 
have never been able to be the eomrade I was capable of being. 
Always it was here this one f ailed, and there that one failed until 
ali failed. And then, one day, like Omar, 'dear-^ed I looked, and 
langhed, and sought no more. ' It was plain that it was not possible. 
I coxQd never hope to find that comradeship, that closeness, that 
^ympathy and understanding, whereby the man and I might merge 
and become one in understanding and sympathy for love and life. 

''How can I say what I meant This man should be so much 
one with me that we could never mìsunderstand. He shoxQd love 
the flesh, as he should the spirit, honoring and loving eaeh and 
giving eaeh ìts due. There should be in him both f act and f ancy. 
He should be practical insof ar as the meehanics of life were con- 
eemed; and fanciful, imaginative, sentimental where the thrill of 
life was coneemed. He should be delicate and tender, brave and 
game ; sensitive as he pleased in the soul of him, and in the body 
of him unf earing and xmwitting of pain. He should be warm with 
the glow of great adventure, unafraid of the harshnesses of life and 
its evils, and knowing ali its harshness and evil. 

''Do you see, my dear one, the man I am trying to picture 
for youf — an all-around man, who could weep over a strain of 
music, a bit of verse, and who could grapple with the fiercest life 
and fight good-naturedly or like a fiend as the case might be. . . . 
the man who could live at the same time in the realms of fancy 
and of f act ; who, knowing the f railties and weaknesses of life, could 
look with frank f earless eyes upon them ; a man who had no small- 
nesses or meannesses, who could sin greatly, perhaps, but who 
could as greatly f orgive. 

"I spend myself in verbiage, trying to express in a moment 
or two, om a sheet of paper, what I have been years and yeara a- 
dreaming. 
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''As I Bay, I abandoned the dream of the great Man-Gomrade 
who was to live Toath with me, perpetuai Youth with me, down to 
the grave. And then You carne, after yonr trip abroad, into my 
lìfe. Before that I had met you qrnte perfonctorìly, a conple of 
tìmes, and liked you. But after that we met in fellowship, though 
Bomewhat distant and not so very f requently, and I liked you more 
and more. It was not long before I began to find in you the some- 
thing all-around that I had failed to find in any man; began to 
grow aware of that kinship that was comradeship, and to wìsh you 
were a man. And there was a loneliness about you that appealed 
to me. This, perhaps, by some unconscious cerebration, may bave 
given rise to my vision of you in the grass. 

''And then, by the time I was convineed of the possibility of a 
great eomradeship between us, and of the futility of attempting 
to realize it, aomething else began to creep in — ^the woman in you 
twining around my heart. It was inevitable. But the wonder of 
it is that in a woman I should find, not only the comradeship and 
kinship I had sought in men alone, but the great woman-love as 
well; and this woman is YOU, YOUl*' 

Let hìmself say what Love meant to him : 

''Once you strove to write me a love letter — ^with tolerable suc- 
cess. But you bave now written me a love letter. When it came 
this moming, and I read it, I was mad — ^mad with sheer joy and 
desire. The bonds tighten, my love; we grow closer and doser. 
Ah, Gk>d. You are so dose to me now, so dear, so dear. You are 
in my thought ali the time. I am swimming, and as I x>oise f or a 
dive, I nause a fleeting second to thiak of you. No matter what 
I do, noi/, I make the little pause and think of you. I do it when 
I am working, when I am reading, when people are talking to me. 
At ali times it is you, you, you. 

''Lovet I thought I was capable of a great love, as one will 
think, you know. But I never dreamed so great a love as this. I 
bave stood on my own f eet ali the years of my lif e, was independent, 
self-sufficient. Men and women were pleasant, of course, but they 
were not necessary. I could get along without them. I could not 
eonceive a time when I could not get along without them. But 
the time has come. Without you I am nowhere, nothing, You 
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are the breath of life in my nostrils. Without yon, and withont 
hope of having yon, I ahonld snrely die. Oh, woman, woman, how 
I do love you. 

''I bave no doubt, now, of your love for me. You do love me, 
must love, or life is false as beli and tbere is no sanity in anytbing. 
But I do noi measore your love tbus. I just knaw you love me. 

' ' I write this while people wait ; and I kiss you tbus, and thuSi 
on tbe lips, and bair, and brow — ^tbus, and tbus. ' ' 

Before even dreaming of coming into the country to 
live. Jack had pledged himself to lecture in the east and mid- 
dle west. He had never really enjoyed publio speakìng, 
but was bent upon hunting a protracted session of it — a first 
and last tour. Moreover, and very importante bere was op- 
portonity to spread propaganda for the Cause, and it was 
stipulated with the Lyceum Bureau that he should be at 
liberty to expound Socialism wherever and wbenever it 
did not conflìct with his regular dates. 

As our Indian Summer drew on, however, more and 
more he f retted that he must pulì up stakes and tear him- 
self f rom the happy camp that had wrought so marvelously 
upon him. But the third week in October saw him on his 
strenuous way, having demanded expenses for two, that 
Manyoungi might relieve him of ali distracting personal 
details. My face laughed into his from the inside cover 
of that thin gold watch I had given him ; and one unf orgot- 
ten item of luggage was an exquisite miniature of hia two 
little girls which he had had painted by Miss Wishaar 
months before. 

Shortly after his departure, I, too, did some packing — 
of a simple trousseau in the pretty bureau-trunk Jack had 
presented me. This trunk was the result of one of his ad- 
vertisement-answering hazards, aa was one of the early 
models of wardrobe-trunk. The latter was so tali that, 
after expending more than its originai cost in excess-length 
ohargeSy he had the thing cut down to regulation si^e. 

In Newton, lowa, I visited my friend Mrs. Will Mo- 
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Murray, f or a November 25 lecture had been scheduled f or 
the college town of Grinnelly but a short dìstance f rom New- 
ton; and it was our intention to be married at the Mo- 
Mnrrays' and spend with them an idle week occnrring in 
the tour. Bnt the lectnrer, falfiUing an engagement with 
the People's Institnte in Elyna, Ohio, npon receiving a tele^ 
gram f rom California that he was entirely f ree, decided on 
the spnr of the moment not to delay until the Grinnell date. 

On the ève of the 19th, I had his wire in band f or me to 
be in Chicago the next night, since he was to pass throngh 
on the way to lecture in Wisconsin. Being Sunday, he was 
obliged to arrange a special license with the County Clerk 
of Cook County. And when in obedience to his summons I 
stepped off my train in the Windy City at nine of the eve- 
ning, three hours behind-time, a very weary but happily 
patient bridegroom elect was padng the station pavement. 
In his po<&et was the license, in mine my mother's wedding- 
ring; and at the curb waited two hansom cabs, one contain- 
ìng an interested and beaming Manyoungi, who wanted to 
see an American wedding. 

The informai suddenness and speed of this termination 
to our courtship savored of the age of chivalry, when knight- 
errant with doughty right arm slung his lady love across 
the saddle bow on a foaming black charger. Let none say 
that ours was less romantìc. What mattered it that our 
vows were spoken in a civil ceremonyl After Notary 
Public J. J. Grant had made us one, we drove to the old 
Victoria Hotel where Jack interlined 'Mrs. Jack London" 
between his and Manyoungi's signatures registered the 
previous day. I meanwhile, by another entrance, slipped 
upstairs. 

No one connected intimately with this '^most advertised 
writer in America'' could hope to escape the more or less 
notorious consequences. By me it had to be regarded as 
part of the game, if I were to observe my responsibilities. 
Therefòre my philosophy of lif e had fortified me against 
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the worst. Bef ore Jack could procure his key, he watf way* 
laid by three newspapermen — but they chanced te be merely 
in search of ìtems about his trip and his books. Bui a 
fourth had discovered the hardly-dry interpolation on the 
register, and hovered anxiously about the quartette te leam 
if he was the only sleuth who had made the find. Jack 
sensed the situation, and presently excused himself and ran 
upstairs. In three minutes the f our reporters were at our 
door, imploring an interview. Beenforcements began te ar- 
rive, and into the small hours besieged by knocks, notes, 
telegramSy cards, telephone oalls from the hotel ofSce — 
streams of entreaties in every guise flowing under the door 
and over wire and transom. To ali of which my husband 
remained deaf and dumb, fpr he must scrupulously redeem 
his promise made months before, to give the Hearst papers 
the ^^ scoop" in return for their discretion. This he had 
done on Saturday, and the Chicago Ameriam dty editor, 
Mr. Harstone, was instrumentai in obtaining the special li- 
cense; also, wìth a reporter, Mr. Harstone had served as 
witness to the ceremony. 

The appeal which came nearest to stirring Jadc was the 
whispered and written : ' ^ Come on through with the news, 
old man — ^be merciful; weVe got to get it. You're a news- 
paperman yourself, you know. Come across and help ns 
ouV 

When the Chicago American had appeared Monday 
moming with the heavily leaded item, the disappointed 
dailies sent representatives to cali upon the bride and 
groom; and I must take occasion to congratulate those 
gentlemen upon the good-natured courtesy which doaked 
their chagrin. Nevertheless, the end was not yet. Vengeance 
was theirs. On Tuesday moming, coming back into Chi- 
cago from Geneva Falls, Wisconsin, on the business-men's 
train, we had slipped into a rearmost seat. What was 
our horror to behold, upthrust bef ore the ^eedy eyes of 
< < oommuters ' ' the entire length of the car, f uU-page photo- 
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graphs of onrselves with large lieadlines annotincing Jack 
London 's maniage ^'Invalìd.'^ 

^'What the helll" splnttered Jack, laughìng in spite of 
himself . ^ * The other sheets are getting even. We 're in f or 
iti" and therenpon delivered himself: ^'A fellow's got to 
pay throngh the nose for being loyal to his own crowd!'' 
They won't stop to consider that l'd have done the same for 
them, if most of my newspaper work had been for them!'' 

The '^ other sheets" had merely endeavored to tangle 
the divorce laws of California and Illinois; bnt a noted 
Jndge prononnced ali straight The Chicago American gave 
due spaoe to the refutation, and we went on our path rejoio- 
ing. Bnt for weeks we conld not pid: up a paper, great or 
small, that did not oontain publicity of one sort or another 
conoeming the most advertised writer in America— whether 
reviews of his books, of our marriage, of the lectures, the 
round-the-world yacht voyage, the Banch, and what not. 

Jack maintained to ali interviewers, '^If my marriage is 
not legai in Illinois, I shall re-marry my wife in every state 
in the Unioni" 

A comical thing happened in California, when one of 
Jack's little-girl swimming pupils hurriedly scanned the 
title, * *' Jack London 's Marriage Invalid. ' ' Hastening to her 
mother, in accents of distress she cried : 

<<0h, marna, mama, how awful! Mr. London did not 
marry Miss Kittredge after ali! This paper says he's 
married an invalidi*^ 

One day, from Lynette McMurray's parler, there issued 
Jack's irrepressible snicker, increasing to a mld cali for 
me: 

**0h, IVe got you now. Mate Woman! You can never 
look me in the face again after you bear thisl" And pro- 
ceeded to read aloud a libelous squib frona a Washington, 
lowa, weekly paper. It was to the effect that the '^ugly- 
faced girl from California, so ugly that the children on the 
streets of Newton ran screaming to their mothers when- 
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ever she passed by, had married Jack London. That it 
was reported the pair were soon to go to sea in a small boat, 
to be gone f or years. That it would be a mercy to everybody 
ìf they were drowned at sea and never carne back." 

^'Yon thìnk l'm making it np, don't yon!" Jaak read 
my scomful face. **But bere — ^look at iti — ^why, the old 
8onr-ball — ^the wretcfaed old slob! I wonder what he'd 
had f or breakfast!" 

But it was I who first happened npon a ref erence to Jack 
London as being possessed of a ^'bilaterally asymetrical 
oonntenance," and it may oorrectly be assnmed that I 
pressed the same home with ali dispatch. 

**I'm NOT bilaterally asymetrical, thongh," indignantly 
he defended; '^and anyway, I donH know what bilaterally 
asymetrical means. Take a look at me," studying himself 
in my hand-mirror. **I^d say my features are fairly 
straight . . . The man that said bilaterally asymetrical was 
looking for a chance to work off the expressionl" 

The time Jack was really sorry for bis wife was in 
1909, in Hobart, Tasmania, when another reporter with 
something funny to work off, wrote: ^'Jack London 's 
speech is as that of an American mth an Oxford education ; 
bnt as for Mrs. London, hers is Americanese, undefiled, and 
unfiled/' What irritated Jack in this instance was: ^'But 
y ou didn 't open yonr head ; and the man scareely saw yon, 
there in the dark of the carriage 1 ' ' 

From November 26 nntil Decomber 7, on which latter 
day Jadk spoke at Bowdoin College, Bmnswick, Maine, we 
shared the joumey, and a unique one it was for me. Seldom 
was I so tired from travel that I missed a lecture, whether 
npon Sodalism, or bis experiences as tramp, Elondiker, 
War Correspondent, Sailor, or Writer. I never wearied 
of seeing Jack step ont npon stage or platf ormi with that 
modest-seeming, almost bashful boyishness which so 
charmed bis audiences, and yet which so qnickly, when he 
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raised bis splendici head and latinclied into any serìons 
theme, changed to the imperionsness of certitude. Once, 
well appredative though I was of his beauty in this one of 
his myriad phases, I remonstrated : 

'^I wonder if you realize how forbidding yon look when 
yoii walk ont of the wings. Your expression is positively 
haughty! — ^as if yon oonsidered your audience mere dnst 
under your f eet I ' * 

He laughed outright 

* * Why, I don 't f eel that way at ali, of course. Don H f or- 
get — ^l'm making up my mind what l'm going to say, and 
really not thinking of my hearers — ^busy wìth my thought. 
And theU) too/' he figured it out, ^4t may be a left-over of 
the system by which I first overcame stage-f rìght It was 
something like this: IVe got something to say. IVe got 
to say li l'm going to say it the best way I can, even if 
it's not oratory. If I try to make a good speech and fall — 
welly I shall bave failed, that's ali. I very soon had de- 
cided not to take too seriously ai;iy f ailure to speak gracious- 
ly. What of itti said. I won'tbe the only one ;others bave 
f alien down and why should I be proud! And anyway, 
diffidence arises from conoeit, I don't care who disagrees 
with me ... So remember. Mate, when I assume what you 
are pleased to cali my imperiai pose, it is done quite un- 
consciously, being an outgrowth of my early search after a 
shield for backwardness. I am not consciously thinking of 
myself at ali ; I am busy with my thought and the imminent 
business of putting my thought in the best way possible.'' 

At the next lecture, when he moved out upon the boards 
he looked over at my box, his face breaking into that un- 
studied moming smile that wrought lovers out of enemies, 
and a little rustie passed through the house as if wings 
were rufflìng and stretching. But in a flash the smile had 
fled behind the lordly mask of his ooncentration, and I knew 
I had oeased to exist for him. 

But never, in any presentment of himself, was he so 
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splendid, so noble, m wlien, wìfh starry eyes, he flamed out 
the vision of his oonversion to the only religìon he was ever 
te know: '^All about me were nobleness of pnrpose and 
heroism and effort, and my days were snnshìne and star- 
shine, ali fire and dew, wìth bef ore my eyes, ever borning 
and^blazingy the Holy Grail, Christ's Ówn Grail, the warm, 
human, long-snffering and maltreated bnt to be rescued and 
saved at the last. ' ' 

Jack swore he was getting enongh train-travel to last ali 
his lif e, and loathed it ever after. Bnt very merrily, whether 
in Pullman or jerky day-coach, we pnt in ,hours that might 
otherwise bave been irksome, reading alond, playing 
casino and cribbage, writing letters, and altogether enjoy- 
ing onr companionship. Moreover, and blessed assnrance 
of its continuance undimmed, we respected each other's 
solitnde and independenee — Jack at intervals spending 
honrs in the smoker, listening profitably to the conversa^ 
tion of bis own sex, or napping to make np for broken nights 
of traveL The all-around * * good time ' ' we invariably f onnd 
together is best poìnted by an inddent several years later, 
when we were returning home f rom Sonth America by way 
of the Giilf and New Orleans. As usuai, we were bound 
up in each other and the interest of our occupations, at 
cardSy sharing in books, the scenery, or in speculation upon 
the passengers. During one of Jack's absences, I was 
resting with closed eyes, when a beautiful matron in the 
seotion aheady whom we had noticed with two yotmger 
women, came and sat beside me : 

'^I hope you'U net think me too rude/' she opened, ^^but 
I want to ask a very personal quedtion. Are you really 
Mrs. Jack London?" 

There was sud) entire absence of offense in ber eager, 
frank address that I could only laugh delightedly whìle 
assurìng ber this bliss had been mine for four years. But 
again she pressed : 

^^ Are you reaUtf sheT" and bef ore I oould protest in sur- 
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prise, she hurried on^ ^ ' My daughters and I bave been dis- 
cnssing you two with the greatest cnriosity, and said we 
were sure there must be some mistake — tbe thing is in- 
oredible; married people don't act as you do. Never bave 
we seen a married couple, except possibly on tbeir boney- 
moon, bave sucb a good time togetberf' 

Ali I oonld doy in return, was to assure ber tbat we 
tvere on our boneymoon. 

Prom Bnmswidt, wbere Jack averred to President 
Hyde tbat if bis college days could come again be would 
attend Bowdoin, we fiUed anotber lecture-blank week witb 
my fatber's people in EUswortb and Mt. Desert Islanda 
Maine. A day bere, a day tbere, in tbé dear bomesteads tbat 
bad once been my bomes f or a long free yèar, we spent witb 
tbis and tbat aunt or cousin — solid bearts of tbe very 
granite of old ** State o' Maine/' witb tbeir own glow and 
sparkle tbat renders tbem instantly aware of sbam of any 
kind. One and ali tbey pronounced tbe captivating boy I 
bad wedded^ witb bis irradiation of sweetness and sympa- 
tby and tbe open boyisb face and beart of bim, ^'Just one 
of usl^^ and caUed bim tbeir own forever and ever. Jack 
in tum dubbed tbem ^^salt of tbe eartb," and gave tbem of 
bis best. 

Around Bar Harbor (** Somes ville *0, West Eden and 
Nortbeast Harbor, in an ideal **Down Easf winter, we 
drove over tbe snow-packed, glinting roads tbat skirt tbe 
tootbed coast of tbis isle of seafarers. Oddly enougb to 
tbose wbo tbink of Jack London in terms of icy Alaska 
witb its wbite ways of transportation, Jack bad never be- 
f ore driven in a sleigb. So varied bad been bis adventures^ 
tbat it was a prize of lif e f or me to participate witb bim in 
an unknown one. Smotbered to tbe ears in a borrowed 
coon-<K>at, bead and bands snug in sealskin cap and gloves 
be bad bougbt in Boston, be took keen interest in manag- 
ing a span of spirited blaoks bamessed to a smart ^'cutter,'' 
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théir red-flaring nostrils tossing white plumes of steam in 
the crackling, sun-gilt air. 

Again in Boston, we became the guests of Mr. and Mrs. 
Frank Merritt Sheldon, in their handsome colonial home 
at Newton — wìth wìiom I had gone to Europe. Jack's ad- 
vent mnst.have been an illuminating if not distnrbing one to 
theniy for many and ofttimes weird characters found their 
way up the driveway to the pillared portico of the lofty 
white house on a hUlodc. And of course newspapermen 
carne and went. One of those my husband hoped to meet 
again some time, pref erably in a dark alley where a uose 
might be tweaked unseen by the police ; for, in reply to this 
man's question as to how it seemed to be the wife of a 
celebrity, he had made me deliver the ecstatic cry, ^'It's just 
grandi'^ 

It was nothing unusual for some inebriated derelict to 
press the button upon the stroke of midnight ; and once an 
indubitably insane crank perturbed the early hours and 
the housemaid. But our host and hostess were ideal, spar- 
ing no pains to place their home and themselves at their 
guests' disposai in every finest sense and detail, and ap- 
parently enjoying it ali thoroughly. 

Jack was driven nearly to the limit of endurance in 
the week bef ore the twenty-seventh, when, with a holiday 
month in store, we sailed for Jamaica. Boston cameras pic- 
tured him hoUow-eyed; but be he driven or not driven, I 
came to leam that he was wont to look other than bis 
fresh, virile self whenever cities laid dutch upon him. 
Never did he thrive in a great metropolis. 

In Tremont Tempie, and in historic Faneuil Hall, under 
the noted Gilbert Stuart of the Father of Hìe Country, to 
packed audiences Jack London sent f orth bis voice for the 
Cause. In the latter auditorium, that sweet and unvan- 
quished fighter, '^Mother Jones,'' marched up the centrai 
aisle to the rostrum, and greeted the young protagonist 
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of her holy mission with a soundìng kiss on eifher cheek. 
He spoke also at Socialist Headquarters. 

The Intercolle^ate Socialist Society had been organized 
f or a month or two, and the Harvard members got together 
and saw to it that the first Presidente Jack London, shonld 
be heard in Harvard Union. 

Aside from Mrs. Sheldon, myself , and one or two others, 
there were no women present in Harvard Union that night. 
We sat with Frank Sheldon and Gelett Bnrgess in a tìny 
gallery hung npon the rear wall of the high halL A thrill- 
ing sight it waSy that throng of ooUegLanSy not only those 
crowded both seated and standing on the floor below, but 
the scores hanging by their eyebrows to window case- 
ments, welcoming Jack with round npon round of ringing 
shouts and cheers — ^an ovation, the papers did not hesitate 
to cali it. 

He gave them, unsparingly, ali and more than they had 
bargained f or, straight from the shoulder, jolting * * Revolu- 
tion'' into them. Once, when a statement of starvation 
factSy conceming the Chicago slums, was so awful as to 
strike a number of the chesty young bloods as a bit melo- 
dramatic, a laugh started. Jack's face set like a vise, and 
he hung over the edge of the platform, a challenge to their 
better part flaming from bla<^-blue eyes and ready> merd- 
less tongne. Be it said that the response was instantaneous 
and whole-hearted, the house risìng as one man and echoing 
to the applauso until I, f or one onlooker, choked and fiUed 
with emotion at the human fellowship of it. At the dose 
of the lecture, Jack and Mr. Sheldon were carried off to the 
fratemity houses and royally entertained the rest of the 
night. 

One aftemoon, at the request of the Boston American, 
Jack attended and wrote up a performance of the Holy 
Jiunpers, whose breezy antics, I dare opino, he did not re- 
gard as any more outlandish than certain metaphysical 
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gyiDnastics he wotted of — and fhought them far more whole- 
somely cfaeerf uL 

Stili another aftemoon, we pnt in three breathless 
honrs in Thomas W. Lawson's private office at Young's 
Hotel, entirely absorbed (in a room peopled with replioas 
of elephants of every size, breed, and composition), in that 
brilliani and energetio gentleman 's proposed '^onre'^ for 
the ills and shams of modem society. Be it known, that 
the assertive and vehement conversationalist Jack Lon- 
don was also a prinoe of listeners. His was the perfection 
of attention to any speaker who was worth whìle. Trae, he 
seldom squandered predons time npon one who was not, 
bnt wonld proceed to harry nnrelentingly until he had routed 
the other ; after which he wonld try to make np in varions 
ways for his aggressiveness. 

One of our most interesting acquaintances in Boston was 
Dr. George W. Galvin, staunch Socialist and dover surgeon ; 
and one day he arranged to take us throngh the Massacfaus* 
etts General HospitaL Once inside, would we care to see 
an operation T Dr. Bichardson was in the theater and about 
to remove an appendix. While my lips f ormed Yes, swiftly 
I roved my adventurously promising career beside the 
bright comet I had taken nnto myself for better or worse, 
a future wherein I might be required to reckon with singa- 
lar emergendes in war or travel by sea and land. I must 
never f ail my man who despised a coward beneath ali things 
under the snn. Here was chance for a certain kind of prepa- 
ration. Nerves I conf essed in abundance : had I nerve àlso T 

And so, cnrions concomitant of a honeymoon, I wit- 
nessed the masterly elimination of an appendix from a 
patient who bore startling fadal resemblance to my own 
husband; thence to a second operating theater where we 
were present at the sanguinary trepanning, for tumòr of 
the brain, of a woman's skull— **a Sea-Wolf operation, 
ehP' Dr. Galvin chadded. 

Throngh ali of which, placing myself in a rigidly sden- 



SECOND MABBIAGB; LECTUBE TRIP 95 

tifio frame of mind, I emerged with flying colors, to Jack's 
congratolation. Two months later, never having viewed 
a corpse in my lif e^ except when too yonng to remember, I 
was introduced to such for the first time — ^when they 
ushered me into the disseoting chamber of the University 
of Chicago, where some dozen or so cadavers stiffly bade 
greeting to my nnaccustomed gaze. These two trials, trials 
in a nnmber of senses, reenforced by a day among the 
bleeding horrors of the stockyards in the same City, grad- 
nated Jack London 's wife forever out of apprehension as 
to similar tests that might overtake her. 



CHAPTEB XXVm 

JAICAIGA, CUBA, FliOBIDA, KBW YOBK OTEY 

30th 



THE Admiral Farragut, in ballast, rode high and rolled 
prodigionsly. Onr cabìn, well aft, snffered the full 
wallowing effect of the vessePs '^sitting down in the sea- 
hollows/' and I, for the first time in adnlt life, fell violently 
sick. Great mortification was mine, before a sailor hus- 
bandi who eyed me with snrprise and some misgiving, look- 
ìng to onr aqueous future. But on the third day out, he sat 
him down in the stateroom and regarded me, «.with eyes 
in whioh there was the pleasure of a discovery : 

^'IVe been leaming something about myself, and I may 
say about you, ' ' he launched f orth. ^ ' I never thought I had 
it in me to feel any accession of tendemess toward a sea- 
sick woman I But somehow, I seem to love you more than 
ever before — ^I don't know why, unless beoause each new en- 
vironment, whatever it may be, seems to make you stili 
dearer to me.'' 

Inside the month, crossing in a dirty little Spanish 
steamer f rom Jamaica to Cuba, to our mutuai astonishment, 
Jack himself went to pieces. A slight shock precipitated the 
attack. Only one steamer chair being visible, we had 
appropriated it ; and in a heavy surge the flimsy thing col- 
lapsed. A moment 's pause, and Jack picked himself up 
and walked aft without a word. He did not return. In- 
quisitive, I went to investigate, and halted petrified to be- 
hold my hardened tar, hanging, green-pallid and audible, 
over the stem-raìl, thoroughly seasick for the initial time 
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in bis nautical history. And in the years to come, he ac- 
cepted a recarrence as a matter of course in rough weather. 
He likened the phenomenon of mal de mer to our native 
poison*oàk: — catch it just once, and immunità is a lost bless- 
ing. In passing, I must state that Jack continued immune 
to that ìrritating .scourge of California, poison-oak. 

The Admiral Farragut docked at Port Antonio, Jamaica, 
on New Year's moming, 1906. In the harbor was anchored 
the Howard Gould yacht, and at^ the Hotel Titchfield we 
made the acquaintance of Ella Wheeler Wilcox (whom Jack 
had championed so valiantly of old to the Lily Maid), and 
her husband, Robert. 

In the aftemoon I had my first revel in milk-warm, 
tropical waters, ooral-girt, and we made sport f or our party 
by diving for coins and practising life-savìng as we had 
done in Wake Robin pool. The next day was spent in the 
saddle. Our mounts were spindly, blood-bay race-horses, 
and Jaok's ne ver for a moment let out of our minds the fact 
that he had been first under the wire in the previous day's 
races. But we saw the more, by our involuntary speed, of 
the British-neat island paradise, exploring the town itself, 
a pineapple plantation, and the romantic hill-stronghold of 
Moortown, stili inhabited by the maroons — descendants of 
Spanish slaves. 

The sharpest impressions carried away of that joumey, 
in our first fòreign olime together, were of the buxom, 
broad-smiling, «broad-hipped negro wenches, basket-on- 
head, met on the dustless mountain roads thàt were in 
reaiity fem-hedged boulevards; the spiritual featured 
Hindoo women, weighed mth their f amily wealth of silver 
adomment, speoimens of whioh we purchased; the foolish 
luncheon out of queer, tempting tins, accompanied by Eng- 
lish ^'biscuìts,'' consumed while we dangled blissful heels 
f rom the oounter of a little wayside store with a superb 
sea^view leagues below, the ebony proprietor and bis indo- 
lent f riends loafing genially about. But dearest of ali re* 
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mained the raflSsh spectade, at Moortown, of a home-made 
merry-go-round. It waa weather-grayed, witchy, rickety^ 
and ridden by grìnniiig black natives to a rhythmie chant 
f rom their own throats that affected ns strangely — ^as if by 
some potent incantation dragging into the sunlight of civili- 
zation the most abysmal of racial retioences. It bestirred 
that menta! unease which sometimes overtakes one who 
listens over-long to the primitive^ dìsturbing cali of modem 
< ^ jazz ' ' orchestration. 

Leavìng Port Antonio on the third day, by train f or Buff 
Bay, we were there met by a dusky guide with horses, we 
having chosen this route aerosa the green, fem-forested 
monntains to Kingston. It was ali ^'nnspeakably beautiful/' 
I read in a pocket diary. We lunehed and siesta 'd at 
Cedarhurst, an English plantation, where Barbara Francis 
brewed inoomparable coffee f rom beans which, by a true 
lady of the land, are roasted to a crisp for each meaL 
Three largo cupfuls, black and strong, I, Jaok's '^insom- 
niast,'' dared to tnck away; and three long hours after- 
wards, I, the insomniast, slumbered peacefully. '^ Why, our 
coffee cwres insomma," crooned Barbara Francis, as she 
snuggled me into a do wny f our-poster f rom * * Home. ' ' * * It 's 
the way we roast it and percolate it, I fanc^ — besìdes being 
the best coffee in the world to begin withl" 

Her husband led us about the plantation bef ore we swnng 
again into our saddles for the next lap, and Jack, irresistibly 
enthusiastic, made it very plain to me how coffee must be 
served on the Banch when we should go to housekeepìng. 

Out we fared into a sunset of tropically crude blue and 
copper and rose, slipping through swift twilight into starlit 
blue dark. Trustingly behind the mellow-throated guide 
our sure-f ooted little beasts dropped steeply down a f rag- 
rant trail, lighted fitfully by darting fireflies, into Chester 
Vale. Here, at Sedgwick's, the very picture of an andent, 
rambling English country home, we spent the night. **Tou 
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couldn't pack a Broadwood half a mile/' Jack quoted, com- 
ìng beside me where I was examining my first Broadwood 
pianoforte. **Try it, do/' But the stately relic answered 
baok in tones probably such as Kipling 's Broadwood might 
bave rendered up had it been ^ ' packed ' ' to the humid river 
region he rimed with ^^mile.^' 

In the dewy, singing moming, it was boots and saddles 
over the Blue Bidge Bange — ^through Hardware Gap, Silver 
WS, Gap, Greenwich, Newcastle Barracks, Gordontown, 
sometimes in lanes and driveways made especiaUy beautiful 
by tree-fems and orimson hibiscus blossomìng tree-high, 
and into Kingston by the sea. Here at the Park Lodge 
Hotel, our first Caller was Ben Tillett, M. P. and labor 
leader, he and Jack of course being known to each other. 

Ah, it was so softly exciting, so wondrous, seeing the 
world together, ali the glamorousness enhanced by that 
lovely old hostelry with its long French Windows that let in 
the scented tropic air. My husband, who had pleasured 
ezceedingly in my wintry Boston shopping for *'flimsies** 
to be donned in the warmer latitudes, now had the satisf ac- 
tion of seeing the tight apparel in use — ^then, as always in 
the future, appreciative and criticai of every detail of my 
wardrobe. Nothing would do but he must take me 
curio-seeking in quaint shops, more particularly for a be- 
jeweled, flexible Silver girdle of Hindoo origin, and snaky 
bracelets to match. 

Only one incident arose to mar the hotiday perfection. 
It waa on the very night of arrivai that I came abruptly 
upon the stono waU of one of Jack's self-styled ^^disgusts/' 
In revìew, I cannot place the cause — ^perhaps it was some 
hitch on Manyoungi's part regarding the luggage, or Jack's 
dìnner-dothes ; at least, I saw no large concem back of bis 
silent anger, unless . . . unless, indeed, some trifle had 
connected bis memory with some imhappy occurrence in 
his past. But it was black, that mood, f ròm whatever deeps 
it rose ; and ruthlessly he sent me, alone, to the vìny bower 
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that was the hotel 's dìning-hally in a court of flowers that 
screened the mnsicianSy to keep an engagement we both had 
made with a f ellow traveler from Boston. 

Pnzzled and hurt I was, but held my peace, and made 

smooth wifely excuses for a severe headache that was not 

altogether an xmtmth. In the moming Jack woke his snn- 

. niest, save for a wordiess penìtence that looked ont of eyes 

which went so darkly-blne under a generous emotion. 

It was ages bef ore the matter ever carne up between us. 
But althougfa we spoke of it, I never made sure of the under- 
lying ìmpulsion that had sent him agley. It was not the 
only ìnstance of its kind, but I carne tìmely to sense the 
causeSy and avert them wherever in my power. Yet I hasten 
to undo any impression I may have given that in our lives 
such * * spells ' * were the order of the day. On the contrary, 
months and years might elapse during which no trace of 
the old blues intervened; and, in this connection, I am re- 
minded of the graduai disappearance, after our marriage, of 
certain terrìble headaches to which he had been subject. 
This was, I think, largely due to his seeking more adequate 
sleep. 

The Spanish steamer aforementioned, the Oteri, landed 
US in Santiago de Cuba on the 6th, yrhere, from the Hotel 
del Alba, we drove about the city and to San Juan Hill, and 
strolled lace-hunting in cool little shops. And Jack bought 
some lovely fans to gratify my sligfat Spanish streak, 
whidì I called up to play its part in its own congenial 
habitat. A dinner which we enjoyed in the Café Venus, 
guests of a charming gentleman who was living out what of 
lif e was stili vouchsaf ed by one remaining lung, was always 
a colorful memory to Jack, who incorporated it somewhere 
in his fiction. I, in a soft rosy gown, swaying languidly 
my spangled, pearl-handled fan to the lilt of a plaza band 
in the lazy warm airs under the palms, wondered if anything 
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to come in our wanderings conld approach the romance 
that was bere. 

After the final act at a theater, when the pretty vìptoria 
had lef t ns at the hotel, we ascended to our vaulted chiamber 
and drif ted out npon a baleony railed in fretted gilt iron, 
and lonnged a restful honr, shamelessly gazing into Inxnri- 
ons Spanish interiora and balconies aerosa the narrow 
Street, where senoras and senoritas entertained in theìr 
conrtly manner. I am certaìn that Jack reveled in that 
night ; but more certqin am I that some seven-eighths of bis* 
content was vested in that of bis bride, to whom every mo- 
ment was as a pearl of price and as such abides. 

Jack, bis manhood revolting at the brazen f alsity of a 
oab-driver who delivered ns at the railroad station, became 
the nnclens of a gesticulating and to ali appearanoes not 
barmless mob. As the moment of departnre neared, he 
called to me to go aboard with Manyoungi. Only the faci 
that Jack had tickets and money in bis possession restrained 
bim f rom going to jail at the last instant rather than abase 
bis Anglo-Saxon pride before the impndent half-breeds. 
As it was, mad as a batter, he paid f or an extra passenger 
who existed solely in the crafty imagination of the cab-man, 
and boarded the train after it was in motion. There 
was some consolation, bowever, when in Havana the same 
rase was tried, and the American Consnl, himself a Span- 
ìard, to whom Jack appealed, in short order sent to the 
right-about a mnch-cowed coachman who had swom by 
the Virgin to two extra f ares I 

The neh country across which we sped that golden day, 
and an Egyptian snnset athwart little hills f or ali the world 
so like pyramids that one 's eyes went questing tbrougb the 
rose and yellow and lilao for a Sphinx, ali wronght npon 
Jack's creative faculties. He withdrew into himself at in-^ 
tervals, to make notes for a novel which I now realize never 
was written— **The Flight of the Dnchess.'* 
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In the Spanish. city of Havana» mth ita dream-tìnted 
palacesy ìnstead of putting up at a hotel, we f onnd oool gray 
roomB in a flower*girt patio at Consolado and Neptune 
Streets. Of oonrae, we did and saw everythìng there was 
to do and see in so short a sojonm : a launch trip aronnd 
the twisted wreok of the Maine; visits to Moro Castle and 
Cabanas Fort, and to the swinuning baths of hewn coral; 
and we drowned onr sonls in the fairy coloring of the isle 
and the waters of the Gnlf. Notable amìd onr entertain- 
ment was a sportive evenìng watching the Basque game of 
Jai Alai, foUowed by a gorgeons banquet in the famons 
Hotel Miramar, originally bnilt by a rich American for the 
pleaaure of his gnests. 

A hook in itself wonld be reqnired to relate an after- 
noon we spent in the lazar-honse — ^an experience that for ali 
time interested ns in the tragedy of the leper. 

**We hated to leave Havana,'* says my red booklet, 
**but ali the world's before usi*' 

The steamer Halifax set ns down at Key West, where 
we transferred to the Shinnecock for Miami. Jack, who 
from his omniverons reading knew considerable abont al- 
most everything^ imder the sky, was cnrions to hook a few 
of the six hundred-odd varieties of fish repnted to swim in 
Miami waters. -'Just think. Mate/' he said to me, '^one- 
fif th of the entire fauna of the American Continente north 
of Panama, inhabit this part of the coasf Boating, 
angling for edible fish and hooking outlandish finny 
shapes, driving in the Everglades, calling at the alligator 
and crocodile farm, and shopping for curios and snake- 
skins, fiUed the Miami visit. Next we stopped at Daytona 
Beach, where from the Hotel Clarendon we branched out on 
automobile trips over the beautiful stretches of sand, fished 
off the long pier, and took a day's launch-exploration up 
the tropical Tomoka Biver. 

Jack had been drooping, dull and Ustless, for a day or 
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two. On the return emise he became rapidly worse, so that 
I was up ali night with him, and in the moming sent nmner- 
ons telegrams delaying New York appointments. 

No doctor wonld he let me sunnnoni ^'Because I simply 
oan't be laid np long, with New York and the rest of the 
lectore schedule to be lived np to,'' he demurred. ^^Be- 
sides, it's only grippe — ^I know the symptoms; and I also 
know myself and my recnperative abilities better than any 
doctor. *' 

I sat by bis bedside reading alond and mnning to the 
window whenever a racing car whizzed past, while the pa- 
tient gnunbled and groaned with splitting head: ^'And 
I carne to this damned place mainly to see those cars at 
practice ; and now look at me ! ' ' 

The next I knew, glancing np f rom a totally nnemotional 
page of Shaw's ^^The Irrational Knot,'' was that Jack was 
weeping copionsly, the tears coursing down bis hot cheeks. 
Mudi perturbed, I yet failed to wring from him any ex- 
planation. But I was to leam throngh painful experience 
that very night, for I was stmok down by ihe identical 
malady and myself fell emotional to a degree npon the 
mìldest provocation. 

Manyoungi, fortnnately, remained nntonched by the 
sickness, and nobly nnrsed the pair of ns, sending further 
telegrams that moved ever ahead onr New York arrivai. 
CrawUng in to Jack from my room, he received me with 
f eeble arms and trembling voice : 

^^Mate Woman, I know I shall love you always!^' and 
we both cried snmptnonsly over the sentimenti And how we 
laughed in memory of onr mawkishness, once the attack of 
dengue, or **boo-hoo^* fever, which it proved to be, was a 
thing of the past. 

As soon as we were slightly better, we took a drawing- 
room for New York, stopping over at Jacksonville for an 
aftemoon in which to totter aronnd the Ostrich Fann. 
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The f oregoìng is by way of preparing the render f or re- 
ceiving into New York City a white, hollow-eyed, very 
miserable Jack London, burdened with an ahnost insnpport- 
able nnmber of engagements to fulfil in half the days he 
had originally alloted them. The first was a sociaUst meet- 
ing in Grand Central Palace, bis lecture advertised for 
eight p. m.f and our belated train gave him scant leeway. 
Li no wise aided by the fact that I had to go to bed, too 
blind with pain in head and muscles to lend cheer by word 
or smile. Jack, ili, travel-wom, dinnerless, got into bis black 
Buit and Bomehow carried off the occasion. His audience, 
a mixed one, totaled nearly four thousand. 

More than once Jack had forewamed me, in similar 
strain to his remarks in the Johns Letters, of the baleful 
inflnence exercised npon him by this mighty man-trap, New 
York City. Even so, that early, I was inclined to discount 
the mental factor, laying his condition maìnly at the door 
of f ever and social over-strain. But I was f orced to change 
my mind. His own diagnosis was that bis experience with 
the City, first f rom the viewpoint of tramp and beggar, and 
afterward from that of snccessfnl author at whom '^pub- 
lishers were trying to throw money in the f orm of advances 
on nnperf ormed work, ' ' seemed to bave imbalanced his pre- 
ceptions and sent him reasoning in a drde like that of cer- 
tain young German philosophers. 

**It*8 ali a madness/* he wonld gird. ** *Why should 
anybody do anythingf ' is my continuai thought when I am 
in New York. I am being shaved : I look up into the face 
of the man who is using the razor on me, and wonder why 
he doesn't cut my throat with it. I stare with amazement 
at the elevator-boy in the hotel, that he doesn't throw 
everything to the winds and let loose in one beli of a smash- 
up, just for the whimsey of iti*' 

At the opera, he brooded and made notes. If the music 
reached him at ali, it was not as music, but as an urge 
toward other thoughts and speculations. ^^ Music? It is a 
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drug/' said he. '^I bave asked several men and women for 
a definitìon of musia George Sterlìng cornea the nearest to 
satìsfying — ^a drug. It seta me dreaming lìke a haaheeah- 
eater. ' * 

We aat at the Wìnter Garden. He filled the evening 
agonizing mentally over the probable careera, in the thea- 
trical ahambleai of the choma girla, beautiful mere children 
that they were, flown like motha to the bright lighta that 
were conanming them. 

We aupped at the Bevolutioniata* Club, and afterward 
inapected a mile or ao of the Ghetto, peerìng into the im- 
ventilated gloom of ^^ìnaide rooma,'' at the anllen paaty 
facea of the inmatea. Jack moved about, either ailently, as 
if playing hia part in a nightmare, or argaing atrenuoualy 
aa if againat time. 

T7p-town or down-town, it aeemed aa if ali normal apon- 
taneity had fled from him, and I could but exiat in hope 
that the man, who waa aa though a thonaand-thonaand 
leagnea apart from me, might one day come jsuddenly 
to hia own again, to the healthy, vital boy that waa himaelf . 

After one reception that waa given in onr honor, when 
a newapaperwoman had aeized the occaaion to poke a little 
fnn at the bride 'a obviona devotion, Jack aneered with 
mirthleaa langh: **What did yon expectf — ^Any naturai 
human appredation of anything naturai and human, in 
New York!*' 

It waa about thia time that The Cosmopolitan Magaame 
had iaaued a challenge to a few of Americana thinking 
writera, to contribute articlea on the theme ^'What Life 
Meana to Me.'' Jack had not yet found leiaure in which 
even to pender what he ahould aay ; but a converaation with 
Eìdwin Markham atirred him to action: 

^^How are you going about itf '' aaked the white-maned 
poet, hia aplendid dark eyea bent upon the younger man. 

**Damned 'f I know!'' amiled Jack. **How are youf 

FoUowed a diacuaaion, Mr. Markham appredating 
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Jack's nncompromising socialist approach to the subjeoty 
but doubtful of its expedieiK^ as regarded the magatine 
editors. 

But whea the Jack London production appeared in Thè 
Cosmopolitan, it was without editorìal blue elision, '^ Which 
Ì8 why I like to work for Hearst/* Jàck repeated an oft- 
voiced opinion. ^'Writers for Hearst, spedai wrìters Uke 
myself , are paid well for expanding their own untranuneled 
views. * * ( Once he expatiated : * * Why, when I retumed f rom 
Manchuria and presented my expense account, the Examiner 
editor said, ^For God's sake, London, do itemize this a little 
bef ore I send it in I ' I did this, and the unquestioned total 
was remitted in due course.'' So meticulously, indeed, had 
The Examvner observed the details of Jack's war correspon- 
dence, that he had been greatly entertained, upon his re- 
turn, to notice that wherever he had queried his own spell- 
ing, the ** (Spi!) '* with which he had preceded the word was 
left untamperedl) 

In Jack London 's ^^What Life Means to Me" (final 
article in hook entitled ^'Bevolution''), one reads what is 
perhaps his most impassioned committal of himself as a 
rebel toward the shames and undeannesses of the capitalist 
system. Here he dei^cates himself to what he sees as his 
Holy Grail, to **the one dean, noble and alive" thing worth 
working for — George Sterling's definition of Sodalism. 
In the essay Jack hints at some of his experiences, cast and 
west, more than one of them in the immediate past of his 
lecturing tour, and what he learned therein conceming the 
women and men of the ' ' tottering edifice ' ' of the upper crust 
of Society. His challenge is flimg to that thin and cracking 
upper crust as he saw it: ^^with ali its rotten life and un- 
buried dead, its monstrous selfishness and sodden mate- 
rialism." 

The only break in the New York days was when Jack 
went to New Haven to givo the **Bevolution" lecture at 
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Yale University, under title of **The Corning Crisis.^' To 
my everlasting regret I was too weak to accompany hìm. 
He was invited to Bpeak by the anthor of that exqnisite, 
human Irish idyl, "My Lady of the Chimney Corner, '' 
Reverend Alexander Irvine, who represented the state oom- 
mittee and the New Haven Locai. Jack cut cut severa! 
lesa important affairs, and gave to Connecticut January 26. 
No theater nor hall being available, the Sooialists, indud- 
ing members of the Intercollegiate Society, had held an in- 
formai Smoker in an ivied tower in Vanderbilt Hall of the 
august college, and hatched the criticai scheme of getting 
the Faculty interested in bidding Jack London, famous 
young litterateur, to grace Woolsey Hall, Yale's million- 
doUar white marble memorial. 

Dr. Irvine oommissioned an astute, sodalistically-bent 
student to take the matter up, first, with an o£Scer of Yale 
Union, a debating society. The seed f eli on fertile ground. 
**The officer of the Yale Union,*' says Dr. Irvine, in a de- 
lightful illustrated brochure which he af terward compiled, 
^ ^ was a youth of exceeding great callowness. 

" ^They say he's socialistically inclined, Doctor,' he 
said. 

**^Rather,' I repUed. 

** *Well,' he said, *I suppose we'll bave to take our 
chances.' '' 

Dr. Irvine guaranteed the hall rent, advertising, and 
so forth, provided an admission f ee of ten cents might be 
charged, which was agreed upon. 

It really was a shame, what these graceless f ree-thinkers 
put over upon President Hadley. One of the leading Pro- 
fesserà, although apprehensive òf Jack's '^ radicai tenu 
dendes,'' was yet reasonable: **Yale is a University,*' 
enounced he, ^^and not a monàstery. Besides, Jack Lon- 
don is one of the most distinguished men in the world.'' 

Dr. Irvine tells : ^ ^ A few hours after it was dedded that 
we could bave Woolsey Hall the advertising began. The 
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factorìes and shops were bombarded with dodgers. Every 
tree ou the campus bore the mysterious inscription: ^Jsiak 
London at Woolsey Hall/ Comrade Dellfant painted a 
poster which gripped men by the eyes. In it Comrade Lon- 
don appears in a red sweater and in the background the 
lurid giare of a great conflagration. . . . On the morning of 
the 26th Yale — o£Scial and nno£Bcìal — awoke as if she had 
been dreaming. She rubbed her eyes and again scanned 
the trees and the billboards. Then the officers of the Yale 
Union were run down. They had previonsly run each other 
down. Explanations were in order ali around. Several of 
the Yale Union boys — ^in pngilistio parlance — ^lost their little 
goats. They were scared gòod and stifif. Several Yale Dons 
go't exceedingly chesty over the affair. But the New Yale 
took a band, and Professors Kent and Phelps counseled a 
square deal and fair play. One studente in sympathy with 
the meeting, said: ^'Yale Union and many of the Facalty 
are sweating under the collar for fear London might say 
something sociaUstio. ' ' ' 

But it was definitely settled that the lecture oould 
not be called off and the only thing was to make the best 
of it. **When we arrived on the scene/* Dr. Irvine refers 
to Jack and himself , ' ' the boys stili believed that any ref * 
erence to Socialism would be merely incidental." Jaòk's 
friend, by the way, in bis spirited account attires the speak- 
er, with marked respect, in a white fiamiel shirt I Friends 
and enemies alike insisted upon his wearing flannel ! 

The crowd that packed Woolsey Hall represented every 
social phase of New Haven and its suburbs — ^a hundred pro- 
fessors and ten times as many students ; many hundreds of 
workingmen; many hundreds of dtizens; many hundreds 
of Socialists. ^^But," the humorous Irish divine remarks, 
^Hhe Socialists were so overwhelmed by the bourgeois 
atmosphere that there was not the slightest attempt to ap- 
plaud during the entire length of the lecture." And the 
Socialist '*bouncers" who had been surreptitiously sta- 
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tioned throughout the big audience, in reserve for possible 
ractions, held their idle hands. 

*'For over two honrs the audience gave the lecturer a 
respectful hearing. A woman — a lady — ^went out swearing. 
A few students tried hard to sneer, but succeeded rather 
indifferently. Jack London gripped them by the intellect 
and held them to the dose. FoUowing the lecture, Comrade 
London was invited to a student's room — one of the largest 
— ^and there he answered questions until midnight. As the 
clock struck twelve a member of the Yale Union carne to me 
and asked me seriously if I thought there was any hope of 
keeping London for a week! *We can fit him up bere,' he 
said, ^ in fine shape. ' 

** There was a second conference at Mory's and some 
tired intellects were handled rather roughly by the guests 
of the evening — ^but the students clung to him and escorted 
him in the we sma' hours up Chapel Street toward the So- 
cialist parsonage where another reception was awaiting 
him. 

**A Professor of Yale,'* Dr. Irvine concludes, **told 
me a few days after the lecture that it was the greatest in- 
tellectual stimulus Yale had had in many years, and he 
sincerely hoped that London would return and expound 
the Socialist program in the same hall. ' ' 

Jack had been advised beforehand as to oertain faulty 
aooustics in the beautiful auditorium. That he lent no 
deaf ear may be judged from one of the newspapers, which 
also gives a hint upon bis platform personality at that 
time: 

^^ . . he walked to the edge of the stage and began to 
speak in a clear voice, which reached easily to the f arthest 
corner of the hall. He used scarcely any gestures, and rare- 
ly raised bis voice even to emphasize a point. His emphasis 
he got by reiteration. ' * 

Ab for his countenance, in a photograph taken with 
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Dr. Irvine, there can be notioed the strange, haggard look 
he wore during that period. 

His immediate treatment by the New Haven dailies 
was one of leniency/ not lacking the dignity of at least 
trying to quote him verbatim. He was not flattered by the 
portrait they published, since it was of some one else^ 
youthfully apostoUc in appearance^ arrayed quite differ- 
ently from Jack's reputed **white flannel shirt/' 

While the locai press was minded to be indulgent and 
the University as little nnduly excited as had been Har- 
vard in its turn, the trustees of Derby Neck Library, in the 
same State, rose in a dennnciatory body and repndiated, to 
ali intents and purposes forever, the entire works of Jack 
London. Further misquoting his ^'to hell with the con- 
stitntion" prononncement, those opinion creators exhorted 
the public, in no uncertain terms, likewise to spum ali 
periodicals containing Jack's stories. 

It had happened that Mr. Melville E. Stone, general 
manager of the Associated Press, spoke in New Haven upon 
the same evening with Jack London. But whenever asked, 
by sympathizers, regarding the policy of the Derby Neckers, 
if he thought Mr. Stone *s presence had anything to do with 
the deluge of adverse newspaper notoriety which foUowed. 
Jack invariably insisted: **Not in the least. I am per- 
sonally convinced that Mr. Stone had nothing to do with it. * * 

But it was ludicroos how the tune of the press changed 
from **the brilliant young author'' to criticisms suoh as, 
^^pathologically he is a neurasthenic, ' ' or it disposed of him 
lightly as ^^that socialist sensation-monger who calls him- 
self Jack London.'^ It is noteworthy, however, that his 
mother's home town, Massillon, Ohio, supported an editor 
with a sense of proportion, for he naively propounded, in 
The Morning Gleaner, * * Must a novelist necessarily admire 
the Constitutionf 

The truth is, that the wide controversy as to black- 
listing Jack's books caused an alarming slump in sales for 
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some time to come. He, who always maintained bis unfit- 
ness f or phy sical martyrdom : * * l 'd teli anything under tor- 
ture P' — ^thus sacrificed unfliiichingly for bis beliefs, mar- 
tyred bis braln faculties in tbe cause of Trutb. 

About tbe nearest tbe capitalist editors leaned toward 
cbampionìng bim, or at least reacting to tbe bigb-banded 
ìmpositìon of arbitrary standards upon readers of Derby 
Neck or otber communities, was wben tbey voiced some- 
tbing of President Wbeeler's earlier sentìments as to tbe 
unliddìng of bìgbly esplosive propaganda. 

Carne tbe nintb and last day tbat parted us from our 
western trek. Wbisked from a luncbeon of celebrities to 
tbe Twentietb Century Limited, we were settled in our sec- 
tion and tbe car gliding bomeward, wben Jack, suddenly, 
witb a sigb, nodded bis curly bead and as suddenly fell 
asleep. Ali strain was erased from bis f eatures — ^it was tbe 
face of a dreaming cbild tbat slipped into tbe bollow of my 
sboulder, ordained from aforetime. Wben be awoke, and 
consciousness bad focused in bis eyes, tbey looked up into 
mine witb a matter-of-course recognition of content. Upon 
bis tongue was speecb of bome — ^and bow were tbe dear 
Brown Wolf , and tbat rabbity little bay mare, Fleet, wbicb 
tbe young Allens bad sold us along witb otber farm per- 
quisites wben tbey vacated tbe old bouse on tbe Hill placet 

It was predously similar to tbe way be bad emerged 
from bis tbrall on tbat epocbal spring day in Nunn's 
Canyon. And I was to leam, wbensoever great Gotbam 
daimed its prìce and prize of bis unresting beart and brain, 
. tbat I must deal witb anotber personality tban tbe wonted 
Jack London. 
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CHICAGO, noises and drafts and siftìng soot and ali, 
seemed to reach to ns east-wom travelers Uke home 
and peace, despite the mshìng stop-over that had been 
charted. 

On Sunday, January 28, Jack lectured to the Socialista 
at the West Side Anditorium, introdnced by A. M. Simons, 
editor of the International Socialist Beview. Standing-room 
only, and that ali taken, was the situation long bef ore Jack 
had risen to speak. 

On Monday he repeated '^The Social Revolution" at the 
University of Chicago, and the Socialists were more than 
e ver elate that the ^^magnificent lecture of Comrade Lon- 
don" shonld he staged in the ^'intellectual stronghold of 
Standard Oil. ' ' Kent Hall, whìch had been opened to the 
Sociological Club, was incapable of holding the mob bent 
npon seeing and hearing ita famous month-piece, to say 
nothing of the stndents themselves and a horde of citizens* 

It was a fine sight to me, the hundreds overflowing on to 
the stage itself , sidewalks jammed ontside, and more coming 
every second. Things were growing tense. The dissatisfied 
mnrmnr of the many denied admission floated into the 
packed playhonse. Then an nsher dimbed bef ore the f oot- 
lights and annonnced that the meeting wonld adjotim to 
Mandel Hall — ^Mandel Hall! the auditorium consecrated to 
the most dress-parade functions of the great University, 
and even known to bave been refused to the minor oolleges 
f or their conunencement exercises. 

112 
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The gallerìe^ had been barred; but when the throng 
had swept asìde the helpless ushers and occupied every 
foot of spaoe, seat and aisle, fear of infrìnging fire regula- 
tions caused the galleries to be thrown open. 

The dailìes of Chicago, stili smarting under the snp- 
pressed wedding news, as well as f rom Jack 's late attacks, 
from the Atlantic Coast, upon her sweat-shop atrocities, 
naturally let him bave the broadside of their ridicnle and 
enmity. But somehow» so f ond were we of the city, ìt f ailed 
to offend. 

Before we said good-by, Mr. Simons and bis attractive 
and leamed wif e had ns to the University dissecting rooms 
af orementionedy as well as to the Armour and Swift stock- 
yards and slanghtering plants. And while we were on the 
trail of unpleasant but instructive sights of the world in 
which we live, we spent a night going through one section 
of Chicago 's ^^red-Ughf' district. 

Our last sight-seeing, ere we lef t on the 31st f or Si Pani, 
was of Hnll House, where we made the acquaintance of Miss 
Jane Addams. It Was a treat to listen to a discussion be- 
tween Miss Addams and Jack London — each approaching 
the same heartf elt problems from widely divergent angles. 

'^Well,'' Jack observed, stretohing himself in the Pull- 
man, ^^the Little Woman has added a number of strange ez- 
periences to her life. And you don't know," he broke out, 
^'you can't guess, what it means to me, to bave you by my 
side everywhere, in everything I do and see. I am noi 
lonely any more. Wherever I go, — ^at least, wherever it is 
possible for me to take you, I want you with me — ^I want 
you to know the world as I know it, the good and the bad 
of it. It means the world to me that you don't flinch 
from any of it, so far as I can see. — ^In faot,'' bis tone went 
grave and bis brow severe, before breaking into laughing 
speech, ''the way that you, shameless women that you are, 
tenderly raìsed a vegetariana put away that hearty lunch 
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after seeing animals slatigiitered ali forenoon, worries me 
abont yonr inunortal soni ! ' ' 

^^Bnt you will kìndly remembert" I carne bade, '^that I 
confined my depredations solely to bivalves and prawnsl" 

In the little diary of that day's ride I find: ^^ Jack says 
we two are living in a Land of Love, wherever we are." 
There is lesa tender notation to the effect that I waa sordy 
beaten at both casino and cribbage; alao mention of our 
finLshing Tnrgenev's ^^On the Ere'' and beginning Gia- 
sing's ^^The Unclassed,'' reading aloud, tnm abont. 

At St. Pani, Jack leotnred f or the Lycemn Bnreao* We 
viaited the handsome State Capitol, fashioned thrcnghont, 
marbles and ali, f rom native American materiale. We sat 
throngh an exciting wreatlìng match in the Annory. And 
nothing wonld do bnt Jack mnat take part in an impromptu 
<< carlinga tonmament. It was with keen enjoyment he 
drove the heavy bnt elusive disks over the oonstantty swept 
ice-rinky and the very pieture of a Scotch laddie was he, in 
borro wed tam o'shanter and wooien plaid. We heard later, 
much to bis amusement, that the driver of the automobile 
that retamed us over the hard snow to the hotel, had been 
arrested for speedingt 

Grand Forks, North Dakota, was the nezt jump, where 
we were entertained by President Merrifield of the State 
University, and in ibis city on February 3 were given Jaick^s 
two final leotures. The '^ first and last tour," so far as the 
speaking end of it was ooncemed, had terminated — ^nntime- 
ly, for Jack was tired and ili f rom the long siege, and had 
crossed off a number from the itinerary. On the train he 
wrote Cloudesley Johns : 



''I eaUed off the Mills [B. Fay Mills, The Bvangeiist] debate 
beeauae he requested me to, and becauae the only alternative was a 
rsfined and sublimated statement tfaat had nothing in it to debate 
abont Have been mìserably siek, and bave cancelled a ivhole 
strìng of lectures, induding ali CSalif omia lectnres. I sent you a 
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mtt eaneelìng Owen débttte. ... I w<m't get down to Los Angeles 
thìsapring." 

The remainder of the jonmey was withont spedai event, 
ezoept that onr train was delayed ahove beautiful Dnnsmuir, 
in California, by a f reight wreok ahead in a canyon. The 
passengers made a picnic of it, wandering about the adjaoent 
country ; and we twain, being immersed in Sehna Lagerlof 's 
'^Gk>sta Berlinga' reclined npon a grassy slope and read 
to eaoh other. I think it wìU be seen, by now, why Jack and 
I were never bored, no matter how long nor uninteresting, 
in the estimate of some mortals, onr traverse. Life was 
not long enough in which to read the books we desired, 
to do the work laid out, to talk of the myriad thìngs sug- 
gested by other myriad things ; nor to love. 

At three o'dodc, the last bnt one moming before we 
reacfaed Oakland, Jack woke me in my berth. Distnrbing 
my rest being a tacit taboo, I was startled ; but bis instant 
whìsper, shaken with eagemess, reassured: ^'Throw on 
yonr kimono and come ont on the platform with me. I 
want to show yon something — ^yon Ve got to see iti'* 

It was indeed ^^ something" — ^great Sbasta, upthmst 
14,000 feet, snow-crowned, into the moonlit, night-bine dome 
of the sky; and the Lassen Buttes, stark and fiat in the 
beams of a setting moon, lìke peaks cut from heavy duU- 
gold cardboard. Eight years thereafter, in Mexico, when 
General Fnnston remarked that he had read in '^El Im- 
pardal's" telegraphic column that Mt. Lassen was in erup- 
tion, my mind flew back to that hour before dawn when Jack 
and I, so airily clad, arm-in*arm on the lurching vestibule 
platform, gazed out npon the fairy scene, and spoke in 
hushed tones. 

The Oakland reporters flodced to Jack npon bis return, 
and to their qneries he repeated that if bis marriage had 
proved invalid in Illinois, he would bave remarried in every 
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state in the Union. Beferrìng to some misreport about 
himselfy I find this from the Oakland Herald: 

'^Tes, that was another case of beìng the victìm of re- 
porters' readjustment of facts. Oh, I know I have been a 
newspaperman myself — ^thereby perhaps I know so well 
how impossible it is f or reporters to avoid pervertìng facts. 
Ohy heavens, no! I am not tryìng to demonstrate that re- 
porters are natural-bom liars, and yet. . . . 

**Why, do you know, while I was in Chicago the other 
day, I had two reporters struggle with my immortal soni 
for hours trying to get me to say that I am a believer in 
free love — ^which I am not at ali. They struggled nobly, 
but I stood firm to the argoment that the family gronp is 
the very hub of things. 

^'Bnt then I rather enjoy this misrepresentation. It is 
amusing; and besides you know, it's fine advertising! And 
I don't take myself seriously, so can take ali that's said 
abont me as a joke, for I always try to laugh at the in- 
evitable. ' ' 

Jack had conduded to cease paying rent in Oakland ; and 
shortly after our arrivai, as man and wife, at the little fiat 
in Telegraph Avenue, we set abont finding a snitable house 
for bis mother and Johnnie, as well as Manmiy Jennie. One 
was purchased on Twenty-Seventh Street, Jack's ultimate 
decision influenced by the handsome woods of its interior 
finishing, for he was f ond of good lumber. One room in the 
upper story we reserved for town headquarters. 

By ndd-month we were on the way to our true home, 
and were met at the CHen Ellen station by Werner Wiget, 
who had long since changed bis abode from the Fish Banch 
to the farm-house up the mountain, where now he was in 
charge, imder my Aunt's supervision in Jack's absence. 

**Jack's House,** at Wake Bobin, as it has ever since 
been known, served as f ormerly for writing quarters and 
Manyoungi 's sleeping place. Other living rooms, added to 



RETURN TO OAKLAND ; EARTHQUAKE 117 

Wake Bobin Lodge proper, and spoken of as the Annez, 
were in readiness f or our ose, and a neat and oomely neigh- 
bor, Mrs. Grace Parrent, who wanted to swell ber own 
family exoheoquer for some special purpose, had engaged 
to cook and ply ber def t Frencb needle in preparing me for 
tbe ronnd-world voyage. 

It was a sort of snblìmated camping. Our winter table 
was set in a corner of tbe spotless kitcben tbat was odorons 
of new pine; and later on, wben spring's caprioes bad 
quieted) tbe table was removed ont nnder tbe laurels at 
tbe brookside, wbere our crocked bntter and cream cooled in 
tbe ripples. Mrs. Parrent's excellent repasts were en- 
joyed to tbe music of tuneful Korean treebells tbat Man- 
youngi knew well bow to place to advantage among tbe bays 
and oaks. Jack and I bad discovered many tastes in com- 
mouy even to a f ondness for olive oil as a culinary lubricator. 
in preference to tbe animai fats. He bad aoquired bis 
among tbe Greek fisbermen, I in my Aunt's vegetarian 
bousebold. 

Jack was not yet looking quite bìmself, tbe sunken 
sbadows stili lurking about bis eyes ; and a marked decrease 
in weigbt was noticeable. I was aware of an almost painful 
relief in tbat be was once more out of tbe turmoil of urban 
life and immersed in laying plans for tbe summer's work 
and play, tbe building of bis deep-sea boat, and tbe modest 
improvement of tbe ^'Blessed Bancb/' as be lovingly re- 
ferred to it. Consequently, it was witb positive alarm tbat 
I regarded tbe managing editor of a largo eastem montbly, 
wbo arrived f rom New York two days after our return to 
Wake Bobin, bis mission to induce Jack immediately to re- 
cross tbe oontinent, for tbe purpose of making a first-band 
study of tbe southern cotton-mills in relation to cbild-labor. 

Caring — ^perbaps sinfully, wbo sball sayf — ^more for tbe 
imminent welf are of tbis man of mine tban for ali tbe serf s 
of ali ages, I sat at tbe intervìew silently exerting every 
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fiber of me against bis goìng. I was oertaìn, f rom obseira- 
tion of hÌ8 internai restlesaness, that if he went back into tìie 
oities so soon, there migbt be dire conseqnencea. Bea- 
soning badk: to bis state antedatìng the snmmer of 1905, 1 
knew be bad had enongh, f or the tìme being. 

The editor was plainly anxions not to find bis jonmey 
in vain. Eloqnently be pleaded. Jaek pondered witb 
troubled eyes, and woold not give answer nntil be and I 
had talked it over. He wanted to do the thing; bis eon- 
soienoe pressed bim to do it. And tbongh be reoognized 
as well as I the need in wbidi he stood of f reedom f rom what 
he had only just escaped, he wonld not bave shirked even 
if bis actual lif e had depended npon it. Bnt balanoed against 
this new work was the work he had already pledged, to- 
gether witb other responsibilities ; and there carne to aid bis 
ultimatum a slight misstep of the editor, who let drop that 
if Jack did not nndertake the commissione anotber man, 
only a little less noted — Sooialist — ^was in view. *^Let 
the other fellow bave a chance,'' often a slogan of Jack 
London 's, was the outweighing grain in the scales. 

Jack kneWy and wby, tbongh I said little and tried not 
to look too much, that I was dead-set against bis going. I 
never leamed precisely what he thonght of my attitude 
— whether he blamed me f or being instmmental, by mere 
woman-motherìng possessiveness and solicitude, in witb* 
holding bim f rom a dnty, or was glad I agreed that be stay 
west for a while. If there resided in bis mind any nn- 
flattering critidsm, it died witb bim. It may be that some- 
thing restrained me from asking; and Joy in bis angmented 
well-being — always my religious care — ^took the place of 
morbid self-examination. Before I desert the snbject, 
let it be said that the second-choice of anthor and investi- 
gator did a splendid piece of work — ^''Better than I coold 
bave done it, by far!" Jack ennnciated bis satisf action ; 
hence the ultimate good was senred. Fnrthermore, one 
of Jack's finest bits of writìng, after our return, was a story 
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of the makìng of a hobo by the process of cotton-mìll child- 
slavery. Tfais was ' ^ The Apostate, ' ' which, f oUowìng serial 
publication, came to bave wide circulation in pamphlet 
form through a Socialist pablishing honse in Ch&eaga. 
(The hook '^Bevolntioii" contains this tale.) 

How more than busy we werel Aside from regalar 
writing, which was soon resnmed, Jack, with eye to home- 
building, ordered froit-trees of ali descriptions snitable 
to the latitude, and seventy-odd varieties of table-grapes 
— orchard and vineyard to be planted upon an amphi- 
theater behind a half-cirde we had chosen for the house- 
site. Johannes Beimers tendered the benefit of bis pro- 
fessional advioe about the trees and vines, and ordered for 
US a hedge of Japanese hawthome to flourish between or- 
diard and house-space, wMdi in time grew into a glory of 
orange and red berries altemating witìbi a season of v^te 
blossoming. The plot was on the lip of a deep wooded ravine 
which was the Banch 's southern boundary, andent redwood 
and «prucei Jightning-riven and eagle-nested, accenting the 
less majestie growtlu We nerer wearied of riding Belle and 
Ban to the spot, in our minds' eyes the vision of a rugged 
stono house that was to rise like an indigenous growth from 
the grassy semi-cirole. 

While oceupied upon two Alaskan tales, ^^A Day's 
Lodging" and "The Wit of Porportuk*' (bound in **Love 
of Life" and "Lost Faoe'O, Jack arranged the manuscripts 
for two short-story volumes, "Moon Face" and "Love of 
Life/' published in 1906 and 1907 respectively. Next, 
Upton Sinclair 's "The Jungle" was reviewed. Jack, who 
apositely dubbed it "The 'Unde Tom's Cabin' of Wage- 
Slavery," sadly observed thereafter that the most conspio- 
uous result of this expose of labor conditions in the stodL- 
yards was only to make the public more careful what it pi;t 
into its stomadi. 

While he was working on another story, "When Ood 
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Lan^Sy" a letter was reoeived from Mr. E. H. Sothem, 
asking him to write a socialistio play for hìmBelf and Miss 
Jtdia Marlowe ; but nothing ever carne of this. 

Bef ore starting upon a new novel, ^ ' Bef ore Adam, ' ' Jadk 
hady in addition to the above-noted short work, completed 
an artide, '*The Sonmambulists " (in ** Revolution 'Oi al^o 
the stories ''Created He Them'* and *'Ju8t Meaf' (both 
in *'When God Laughs'' coUection), and ** Finis '^ (in **The 
Tnrtles of Tasman.") Then, by way of relaxation and 
practice on drama form, he did a curtain-raiser from 
bis story **The Wicked Woman'* — ^this flick of drama 
going into the volume **The Human Drift,'* brought out 
posthùmously. 

During March, he visìted Oakland to deliver a Sodal- 
ist lecture at Dietz Opera House. Following this event, 
Jack London was talked of for Socialist Qovemor at the 
next elections. While in Oakland, we selected a two-seated 
rig and a runabout. Jack had set bis heart uiK>n a buck- 
board, such as one in which bis neighbor, Judge Carroll 
Cook, used to meet friends at the railroad station. But 
we were in urgent need of a vehicle for the same pur- 
pose, and snapped up the neat uncovered wagon with yellow 
wheelSy looking forward to a buckboard later on. Jack 
never acquired that buckboard. Instead, when the Napa 
Winships went in for gasolene, we bought out their other 
rolUng stock, which came to serve ali purposes. 

Mrs. Louise Clark, a neighbor, sold us the borse Selim, 
a black handful of abounding energy. Jack, in the prò- 
cess of subduing Selim and the silly Fleet to gentle uses, 
waxed in soft-spoken patience unbelievable to bis old pals 
who came to look on» We took much interest, also, in 
forming different spans with our four light horses, bar- 
nessed to the new four wheelers. 

And oh, yes — ^the good Brown Wolf, tiny pointed ears 
flattened ingratiatingly back into bis russet ruff, and long 
pink tongne lolling dumb delight and pride, presented us 
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io a new family of puppies. One of these went to Jaok's 
ehìldren. **I donH thiok mueh of the rest/* he ruefully 
surveyed them and their mongrel if excellent mother; so 
we kept none of the litter. 

Presently the astoondìng booksmith had began bis atav- 
istic **Before Adam,*' whioh carne out in Everybody's 
Magassine. Upon ita publication a bue and cry went 
npy originating in a men's dub, to the effect that Jack 
London had plagìarized Stanley Waterloo 's **The Story 
of Ab." Be it saidy howeyer, that Mr. Waterloo did not 
start the trouble. Jack was f rank to admit that ^ ' The Story 
of Ab" had been one of bis sonrces of materiaL '^Bnt 
Waterloo was not scientifica" he stontly defended, ^'and I 
bave made a scientific hook out of my re-creation on the 
snbject." So correct was bis assumption, that ^^Before 
Adam" went into the nniversities of the United States as a 
text-book in Anthropology. To George Sterling, in Jnne, 
he wrote: 

**Have just expressed you MS of *Before Adam.' It's 
just a skity ridicnlously trae, preposterously real. Jump 
on it" 

Englandy even that early, in the diaracter of Bed Eye 
saw a **cryptio reference to the (Herman Emperor." 

Jemkj who derived material f rom every available source 
and especially from the newspapers as representing life, 
was eternally dogged at the heels by small men at home and 
abroad who charged plagiarism — ^these having little com- 
merce with one, more generous, who said, ^'If I could by 
hook or crook write anything worth Jack London 's copy- 
ing, I should consider it a privilege. ' ' As f or Jack, he did 
not try to boycott those who benefited by his creations. 
Bather was he pleased that he had been first I 

That year of 1906, sketchy as was our domestic menage, 
many visitor» came to the Lodge annex, and Anntie let us 
spili over into the main house. Among the names in my 
journal I come upon our good f riends the GranvìUe-Shueys 
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— ^Dr. Shuey waa ooBtodian of the welfare of Jack London ^s 
tronUesome teeth to the end of the patient's life; Mr. 
Bamf ord ; I. M. Grìffin, the artista a nnmber of whoae oan- 
vasesy painted in the neigfaborhood, Jack purdiased ; Henry 
Meade Bland, of San José, at ali times one of Jaok's most 
tireless biographers ; FeUx Peano, seolptor, in whose house. 
La CapricGioso, Jack had once lived ; yonng Boy Nash, of 
whom ''The People of the Abyss" had made a Socialist; 
Ernest TJntennann, anthor, and translator of Karl Marx; 
the George Sterlings; different members of the talented 
family of Partingtons; George Wharton James, who 
charmed with his social qnalities and music, and later pub- 
lished most readable articles npon his visit; Elwyn Hoff- 
man, poet ; Herman Whitaker ; Xavier Martinez, artist and 
prinoe of bohemians — * ' Sometimes I think, ' ' Jack once re- 
nuurked, ''that George Sterling and 'Marty' are the realest 
bohemians I bave ever known I ' ' ; Mand Yomiger, settlement 
worker and philanthropist ; and a long list besìde* 

Onr amnsements consisted in exploring, alone or with 
our guests, the infinite variety of the one lumdred and twen- 
ty-nine acres of Jack Va ''Beauty Ranch"; driving or riding 
to points in the valley — eay Cooper 's Greve, a stately group 
of redwoods; or to Hooker's Falls across in the eastem 
rango ; or to Santa Bosa, as when we drove Professor Edgar 
Larkin, of Mi Lowe Observatory, to cali upon Luther Bur- 
bank; or to the valley resorts to swim, for a ehange from 
Sonoma Creek, in the waim minerai tanks. 

• 

During the Moyer-Haywood trouble in Idaho, Jack was 
urger by The Exammer to go there and report proceedings 
in his own way ; but he was too involved at home to spare the 
time. Nevertheless, he managed to sandwich in a rousing 
artide, which was printed by the SodaUst Voice, of Oakland. 

Ali of which reads Uke the crowded year it was ; yet it 
is but a sample of eleven surpassingly full years we 
were to live out together. In addition to what I bave set 
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down, Jack read numberlesB books of ali sizes and tìtles, and 
we stili f onnd opportunity to aliare, alond, H. Gt. Wells, de 
Manpassant, Gertrude Atherton, Sndennann, Phìllpotts, 
Saleeby, Herbert Spencer, and conntleBS others, inclnding 
play»— ^onong them Bernard Shaw's, Clyde Fìtch's, Ih- 
sen^B ; and, above ali, endless poetry. It is a eariouB jnmble, 
I know; bnt Jack read rapaoionsly-— both of the meatiest 
and the trashiest. He must know '^what the other fellow is 
doing.'* 

One day, he reeeived a letter f rem a bank in BiUings, 
Montana, ìnf orming him that two cfaecks hearing bis signa- 
ture had been retumed from Chicago marked ^^No Funds/' 
It was an instance of the ^^doubles" who were fast ooming 
ìnto being. The nearest Jack had ever been to Billings 
was when, a few months previous, we had passed through 
on our westward way. Jack promptly forwarded to the 
bank bis photograph and signature, and also an outside 
cover of the current Everyhody^a Magasene, on which 
under a sort of '^footprints-on-the-sands-of-tìme'' illustra- 
tion for ^^Before Adam'' bis autograph was reproduced. 
The Bank was finally convinced ; but from ali accounts the 
imposter had dosely resembled Jack London, and the hand- 
writing was not dissimilar. 

This waa, I think, the only time a ^'doublé'' passed 
worthless diedcs ; bnt several others wo Aed the country in 
capacitìea more or less injurious to the originaL One of 
them stìrred up revolution in Mexico, long before 1914, 
at which time Jack London paid bis first and last visit to 
that restless republic, as war correspondent with General 
Funston. Another winnowed Oklahoma and adjoining ter- 
ritory, and the celebrated '^101 Ranch,'' for ali they were 
worth in board and lodging and Information. Stili others 
led girls astray, and many the piteous letters, addressed to 
places where Jack had never set f oot, or when the pair of us 
were on the other side of the world, begging restitution for 
anything from stolen virtue to diamonds. Jack tried to get 
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in touch wìth these floating impersonators^ promismg 
safe departure if they wonld only come to the Banch and 
entertaìn him with their methods. But even when his lettera 
never retumed, there were no replies. While we were honey- 
mooning in Cuba, according to one side of a correspondence 
that carne into Jack's possesBion, a spurious J. L. wafi carry- 
ing on an affair with a mother of several ohildren in Sacra- 
mento, California. 

On Aprii 18, 1906, there carne, in a sense, the ^ ^ shodL of 
our lives/' One need hardly mention that it was the Qreat 
Earthquake, which, most notable of consequences, destroyed 
the ^^ modem imperiai city" of San Francisco as no other 
modem imperiai dty has been destroyed. If it had not been 
for thi8 stunning disaster to the larger place, the min 
of our county seat. Santa Bosa, in which many Uves 
were crushed out, would bave commanded the attention 
and sympathy of the world. Ab it was, refugees f rom the 
Bay metropolis began presently to straggle up-country, 
only to find the pretty town prone in a scarcely laid dust of 
brick and mortar and ashes. 

Jack's noctumal habits of reading, writing, smoking, 
and coughing, or sudden shifts of posture (he could not 
move his smallest finger without springing alive f rom head 
to foot), not being exactly a remedy for my insomnia, we 
ordinarily occupied beds as far apart as possible. A few 
minntes before five, on the moming of the 18th, upstairs at 
Wake Bobin, my eyes fle w open inezplicably, and I wondered 
what had stirred me so early. I curled down for a moming 
nap, when suddenly the earth began to heave, with a sicken- 
ing onrush of motion for an etemity of seconds. An abrupt 
pause, and then it seemed as if some great force laid hold 
of the globe and shook it like a Gargantuan rat. It was the 
longest half -minute I over lived through. 

Now, I am free to confess, I do not like earthquakes. 
Never, child and woman, had I liked earthquakes. But my 
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mìnd had been made np long since that while I wasted time 
being af raìd of them, less terrified or at any rate more ob- 
servant persona were able to take in phenomena whicb I 
had missed. And, so help me, when the Aprii 18 quake got 
under way, and thongh very lonely in the oonviction that 
my end was approaohìng in leaps and bonnds, I lay quite 
stili, watdiing the tree-tops thrash erazily, as if ali the winds 
of ali qnarters were àt loggerheads. Thf sharp nndnla- 
tion stoppingy Jack and I met our gnests, Mr. and Mrs. 
BeimerSy in the living-room, and we ali had the same tale to 
relate— of watòhìng, f rom onr pillows, the possessed antica 
of the trees ; only, ali but myself had had a view of the trnnks 
rather than the tops. 

When Jack and I ran over to the barn stili rented at 
the Fish Ranch, we fonnd our saddle animals had broken 
their halters and were stili qnivering and skittish. Willie, 
the chore-boy, said the hnge madrono tree near by had lain 
down on the ground and got np again — ^which was less lurid 
than many impressions to which we listened that weird day. 

In half an hour after the shodc, we were in onr saddles, 
riding to the Banch, f rom which heìght conld be disting- 
uished a mighty colnmn of smoke in the direction of San 
Francisco, and another northward where lies Santa Rosa. 
In the immediate f oregronnd at our f eet a prodigions dnst 
obscnred the buildings of the State Home for the Feeble- 
minded. 

"Why, Mate Woman,'* Jack cried, bis eyes big with 
snrmise, '^I shonldn't wonder if San Francisco had snnk. 
That was some earthquake. We don't know but the At- 
lantic may be washing np at the f eet of the Bocky Moun- 
tainsl'' 

Onr beautiful barn — ^the shake had disrupted its nearly 
finished two-foot-thick stone walls, and to our horror re- 
vealed that the rascally Italian contractor from Sonoma, 
despite reasonable overseeing, had succeeded in rearing 
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mere shells of rode, fillìng in between with debrÌB of the 
siest Jack's face was a study. 

**Jeriy-biult,*' he murmured, hurt in his voice, "and I 
told him the solid, honest thing I wanted — and did not qnes- 
tion hÌ8 prioe. What have I done to him, or anybody, that 
he shonld do this thing f 

He tnmed hi8 back upon the swindle, for there were 
other things to see; and I conld ahnoet vonch that his 
wreeked property did not enter his head for the nezt sev- 
eral days — any more than he wonld bother abont a worri- 
some letter or problem nntil the moment oame to dispose 
of it. 

^'And anyway," he dismissed the snbject as we tnmed 
down-monntain, ^4t'8 luòky the heavy tile roof wasn't ai- 
ready plaoed, and some poor devil sleeping nnder it!'' 

One day, weeks afterward, the Italian had the iU-con- 
sidered ^' nervo'' to caU at '^Jack's Honse." I remember 
that we were showing the work-room to the Winships. At 
the knock, Jack tnmed and recognized the contractor. Fac- 
ing back to me, he said in a low, vibrating tone : ^ ^Mate, will 
yen attend to himf — send him away, as qnickly as possiblef " 
Never fear that I did not do that same. Once ontside, I 
said to the man : ^ * Yon must get out of bere guickl" And 
when he started to whine a remonstrance, I repeated, with 
glance over-shoulder: ^'Qniòkt Get out t And don't ever 
comebac^l" 

Back to breakfast, after reoonnoitering the neighborhood 
as far as the State Home, where, throngh the perfect dis- 
cipline, no Uves had been sacrificed, we prepared to board 
the first train to Santa Bosa, hoping to find another to 
San Francisco in the aftemoon. And the trains ran, 
thongh not on time, what of twisted rails and Utter of f alien 
water-tanks along the roadway. Beports of the Great Fire 
and broken water-mains in San Francisco made ns long 
to be in at the ìncredible disaster, so long as it had to be. 

With no Inggage except onr smallest hand-bag. 
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we lef t with the restaurant oashier of the last ferry-boat 
permitted to land passengers that night, we started afoot 
up old Broadway, and ali night roamed the oity of hìlls, prey 
to feelìngs that cannot be described. That nig^t proved 
onr dosest to realizing a dream that carne now and 
again to Jack in sleep, that he and I were in at the finish 
of ali things — standing or moving band in band throngh 
chaos to its brinky looking npon the rest of mankind in the 
process of dissolntion. 

Having located relatives I knew had been overtaken, and 
f onnd them iinharmed. Jack and I were f ree to f ollow onr 
own will. 

^^And 111 never write about this for anybody," he de- 
dared, as we looked onr last npon one or another f amiliar 
hannt, soon to be obliterated by the ravaging flames that 
drove ns ever westward to safer points, on and on, in onr 
ears the mnffled detonations of dynamite, as one proud oom- 
mercial palace after another sank on its steel knees, in the 
desperate attempt of the dty f athers to stay the wholesale 
oonflagration. And no water. 

' * No, ' ^ Jack reiterated. ' * l 'U never write a word abont 
ìt What nse tryingf One conld only string big words to- 
gether, and corse the f utility of them.'' 

One impingìng piotare of those f earf ni honrs was where 
two monnted of&cers, alone of ali the popnlation, sat their 
high-crested horses at Keamey and Market Streets, eqnes* 
trian statnes fadng the oncoming flames along Keamey. 
Honrs earlier, we had walked bere, two of many; bnt now 
the district was abandoned to destmction that conld not 
be retarded. 

In my eyes there abides the face of a stricken man, per* 
haps a fireman, whom we saw carried into a lof ty doorway 
in Union Sqnare. His back had been broken, and as the 
stretcher bore him past, ont of a handsome, ashen yonng 
face^ the dreadfnl darkening eyes looked right into mine. 
AH the world was crashing abont him and he, a broken thing, 
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with death awaiting him inside the granite portate, gazed 
npon the last woman of his race that he was ever to see. 
Jack, with tender hand, drew me away. 

Oh, the supreme mth of desolation and pain, that night 
of fire and devastation I Tet the miracle persists, that one 
saw nothing bnt cheerf ni conrtesy of one human to another. 
And I was to leam more of my mate's cool jndgment in 
crises. Now and again it seemed as if we wonld snrely be 
trapped in some sqiaare, where the f onrth side had started 
to bum. But he had always, and aceurately, sensed and 
diosen the moment and the way out, when we should bave 
seen ali we could risk. 

Toward morning, finding ourselves in the entryway of 
a corner house on **Nob Hill'' very near the partially- 
erected and already-ignited Hotel Fairmont, Jack f eli into a 
doze; but I was unable to stili the tingling of heart and 
nerves long enough to drop off even from exhaustion. 
Presently a man mounted the steps and inserted a key in 
the look. Seeing Jack and myself on the top tread — ^he had 
had to pick his way through a duster of Italìans and China- 
men on the lower ones — something impelled him to invite 
US in. It was a luxurious interior, oontaining the treasures 
of years. His name was Ferine, the man said, and he did 
not leam ours. Suddenly, midway of showing us about, he 
asked me to try the piano, and laid bare the keys. I hesi- 
tated — ^it seemed almost a cruel thing to do, with anni- 
hilation of his home so very near. But Jack's whispered 
**Do it for him — ^it*s the last time he'll ever bear it,*' 
sent me to the instrument. The first few touches were 
enough and too much for Mr. Ferine, however, and he made 
a restraining gesture. If he ever reads this hook, I want 
him to know that none in poor racked San Francisco that 
week was more sorry for him than we. 

We must bave tramped forty miles that night. Jack's 
f eet blistered, my ankles were become almost useless, when 
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next day we sat on a convenient garbage can at Seventh and 
Broadway, Oakland, waiting f or a Street car out Telegraph 
Avenue. A pretty young woman acoosted the dilapidated 
pair we made, with ìnf ormatìon that food and shelter would 
be supplìed ns refngees at snch-and-snch address, and 
laughed pleasedly when we thanked ber and said we bad an 
unìnjured place of our own. Oakland bad suffered com- 
paratively little f rom tbe qnake, and tbere were few fires. 
Jack of course bad ascertained, bef ore we went to San Fran- 
ciscOy tbat bis motber and bis cbildren were saf e and sonnd, 
witb roof 8 over tbeir beads. 

In Glen EUen once more, we were met witb f rantio tele- 
grams from Collier ^s Weekly, asking for twenty-five bun- 
drea words^ by wire, descriptive of San Francisco. Jack, 
stili averse to nndertake tbe compressing of bis impressions, 
or, as be bad said, writing at ali on tbe snbject, yet con- 
sidered bis now aggravated money-need, witb tbe yacbt 
and bam-rebnilding in view. And Collier ^s bad offered bim 
twenty-five cents a word — ^by far tbe best figare be bad yet 
received. It was, I may as well note bere, tbe bigbest be 
ever obtained. 

Sbakìng bis bonny sboulders free of ali else, tbat 
very day be jumped into tbe twenty-five bundred word 
artide. Hot from bis band I snatcbed tbe scribbled sheets, 
and swif tly typed tbem. Our team-work soon delivered tbe 
story over tbe wires, and *'just for luck" Jack mailed tbe 
manuscript simnltaneously. FoUowed wild daily messages 
from Collier ^$ for a week to come : ** Wby doesn't your story 
arrive V^ ' * Must bave your story immediately, * * and, latest, 
' ' Holding presses at enormous expense. Wbat is tbe mat- 
ter! Must bave story for May Fiftb number.*' 

It seems tbat tbe telegrapb companies were able to get 
Service tbrougb to tbe Pacific Coast, but not tbe reverse. 
Tbe posted manuscript was received in tbe mck of time. 
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while the wired one straggled along snbsequently to the 
other's appearance in the May 5th issue. 

Jack, it is only fair to record, entertained the poorest 
opinion of his description. ''It's the best stagger I can 
make at an impossible thing/' is the way he put it. And 
here is an excerpt f rom a lettor to George Sterlìng, dated 
May 31 : 

''Hopper's article in Everyhody's is great Best story of the 
Quake l've seen. My congrattdations to him/' 

Fif teen days after the Earthqnake, we treated onrselves 
to a two-weeks' holiday. Jack bestrode Ban. Belle, oc- 
cupied with matemal prospects, I passed by in favor of 
the rabbity Fleet. Hatless, with toilet accessories and read- 
ing matter stowed in saddle-bags behind our Australian 
saddleSy we set out northerly to see what the qnake had 
wreaked npon raral California. At this and that resort, 
we would f eel one or another of the many lighter temblors 
that foUowed the big shake, marking the subsidence of the 
** Fault'* that is supposed to enter from the sea-bed at Fort 
Bragg, and zigzag southeasterly across the State. 

Jack, his rumpled poli sun-bumed yellow, was a brave 
and lovesome sight on his merry steed, whose bumished 
chestnut coat threw out lilac gleams as the satiny musdes 
moved in the sunlight. The rider threw himself with vim 
into our little adventure. He was never tired exploring 
with me the nooks of Sonoma County, where Belle and 
I had been familiar figures before he carne to dwell with 
US. And we always found so many common topics to dis- 
cuss, and parallels in our lives. Why, old man Tarwater, 
immortalized in one of the very last stories Jack ever 
wrote ('*Like Argus of the Olden Times,** published in 
1919 in volume entitled **The Eed One**), had been the snb- 
ject of one of my Aunt's newspaper articles. I had aocom- 
panied her, years before Jack met Tarwater in Klondike, on 
a pilgrimage to his mountain cabin, and sketched that abode 
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and hìmself f or an illnstration. And there were our teachers 
in Oakland, Mrs. Harriet J. Lee and ber daughter Elsie — ^we 
had both sat under these charming women. Jack in High 
School, and I in Sunday school at Plymouth Avenue Church 
on Thirty-fourth Street. It was deliciously preposterous, 
this lining up of our mutuai experiences. 

Not a tap of work did we perf orm on this real vacation. 
There is ampie material in my brain f or a readable hook, in 
that idyllic journey through one of California 's most attrao- 
tive regionSy unadvertised and undreamed to the casual 
tourist. Although I may not relate the details, stili, for 
the guidance of any whose interest in Jack London 's massy 
trail might lead them into these western f astnesses of great 
beauty and geological interest, I present the route our 
nìmble horses bore us: 

From GHen EUen, by Eincon Valley road, through Petri- 
fied Forest, to Calistoga, in Napa Valley. Calistoga to The 
Geysers. Thence to Lakeport, on Clear Lake — ^a little 
Geneva— by way of Highland Springs. We sailed on Clear 
Lake. 

Lakeport to Ukiah, via Laurei Dell, Blue Lakes. Ukiah 
to Willitts. Through grandeurs of mountain and red- 
wood forest, to logging camp *' Alpine.** Thence to Fort 
Bragg, on the Coast 

From Fort Bragg, down the coast, sleeping at lumber 
villages. Navarro, Albion, Greenwood. Thence to Boon- 
ville, with luncheon at Philo. Philo to Cloverdale ; thence 
to Burke's SanitariunL Thence to Santa Bosa, and on 
down to Glen Ellen. 

Jack, consciously or unconsdously, had stndied the 
brain-processes of animals sìnce the days of bis little dog 
Bollo in Oakland. On this long ride, the difference, which 
is ali the difference in the world, which he noticed between 
Fleet and Bau on our return, was that one was tired and 
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showed ity and the other, Thoroughbred, keyed to the utter- 
most step, was tired and did not know it. But when Jack, 
after nnsaddling, had placed an extra large measure of oats 
before the splendid creature, the velvet nozzle went down 
with a great, blowing sigh. Brown Wolf , wriggling prodigi- 
ously, carne to bnry dumb, eloquent head between his idol- 
ized master 's knees, after which, with a shake of rolling far 
hide, he went to poke his nose into Ban's fodder, taking a 
generons monthful, to onr astonishment and the borse 's 
snorting disapprovai. Then, our fingers interlaced, we 
two dnsty wayf arers trudged across to Wake Bobin^ happier 
and richer by another nnited experience. 

Near the end of the month, during our absence of two 
days in Oakland to attend a rousing Bnskin Club dinner in 
Jack's honor, Willie one night left Ban out in the Fish 
Ranch pasture, where he became entangled in a loose strand 
of that accursed invention, barbed wìre, which had eluded 
our vigilance. Hour upon hour, the poor, helpless thing 
sawed one of his beautiful, fleet hind legs to the bone. It 
was a sad homecoming to us, and in consultation beside 
our drooping, ruined pet we decided he must die. Jack 
said, his eyes dark with sorrow: 

** Wìget, l'U do it if I bave to ; but I don^t want to. If 
you don't mind too much . . .** And Wiget had to avert 
his face as he replied: **I*11 do it for you folks.*' 

In a hammock at the Lodge we sat knowing we could not 
f ail to bear the shot that would be the ending of our willing 
and beloved friend. Jack had carefully instructed his man 
to deposit the charge in the middle of the f orehead, where 
cross-lines drawn f rom ears to eyes would intersect. When 
the sound of the shot rang across the waiting stillness, we 
wept unrestrained and unabashed in each other 's arms. Ali 
I could think of to solace Jack was to off er him the gif t of 
my own new fiUy, Sonoma Maid, granddaughter of the great 
Morella, which Belle, in the fuUness of her tlme and in our 
absence, had presented to me. 
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I remember, onoe, on a steamer voyage, that a fine 
borse injnred duriiig a rongb nìgbt bad to be killed. A 
lamentable botcb was made of tbe execation, and I never 
saw Jack London worse upset tban be was over tbe reports 
of tbe animai 's inexcusably bard deatb. **If tbey^d only 
leam bow to do a tbing like tbat in tbe rigbt way!'' be 
ezdaimed, tbrasbing about in bis cbair in a manner be 
bad wben suff ering mentally. 

A preverted order of bumaneness, often displayed by 
untbinking persons^ always carne in for barsb langaage 
from Jack. *'Men wbo brag of being too tender-bearted 
to kill an aged and suffering animai, or a bopelessly- 
wonnded or sick one,*' be would rave/* — ^I donH know any- 
tbing too bad for tbem. Wby don't people thmkl*^ And 
again : '^Tbe only way to kill a cat is to cbop off its bead," 
be preacbed. '^ Deatb is instantaneous, wben tbe spinai 
cord is severed. Drowning, and suffocation by cblorof orm, 
are two of tbe cmelest metbods yon can use on a cat. Tbe 
otber way means instantaneous deatb, witb no terrors of 
strangolation. Some people tbink l 'm bratal to advise tbis, 
bnt tbe tbing is self -evident — ob, wbat *s tbe use ! ' ' be wonld 
snrrender in disgnst. In illustration of indirect brutality, 
be told me of sometbing be bad done during a sbort camp- 
ing ezpedition, in 1904, witb **Tbe Crowd,*' on tbe deserted 
Rendali Bancb in Grizzly Canyon, near Moraga Valley. 

Tbe last tenants bad left some time previously, and 
were too sensitive and kind-bearted to lay away tbe family 
dog, a large Collie, I tbink Jack said, wbo was tottering 
from starvation, too old to bunt for bimself. **Nobody 
else wanted tbe job of sbooting bim," Jack went on, ''and 
it was up to me. Yon know bow I love to kill tbings," be 
interpolated witb a wry moutb. * * I got tbe sbotgon ready, 
and went toward tbat poor dog, and be croncbed wben he 
saw me coming. Godi no one will ever know bow I sbrank 
from tbat self-imposed task. Tbat dog Irnew — ^bis poor 
old eyes looked straigbt into mine and did not waver — ^but 
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the knowledge of death was in them. He'd been ont with a 
gan too much in his life not to know what it meant when 
one was aimed at a living creature. . . . Oh, yes, I got it 
done — ^firstcharge . . . He never moved af ter he dropped/ ' 

Jack was capable of such adorable ways. One after- 
noon, that summer of 1906, he and I, with Manyoungi's help 
were sorting over old possessions, making ready long in 
advance f or our voyage. The Korean carne npon my old 
French doli, an adnlt-appearing, jointed model with six 
inches of *'reaP* hair. Lifting it tenderly, reverence in 
his handsome olive face, the boy carried it to Jack, who 
was talking to himself amìdst a tambled mountain of 
dusty books — he invariably talked and hummed when doing 
work of this kind or filing letters. And Jack, with a dewy 
look in his great eyes, held out both grimy hands for the 
relic, and kissed it! The act was devoid of affectation 
— ^just a spontaneous expression of ali the complication 
of his love. *'The little woman's doUl^* was ali he said, re- 
tuming to his work with an odd smile deepening the ' ' pio- 
tured comers * ' of his mouth. . . . Once, * * after long grief 
and pain, ' ' in rare abandon he had pressed those lips to the 
hem of my garment. 

Even from so brief an absence as the riding jaunt, our 
duties had piled up, and we were rushing ali hours except 
for the swimming, rides to the Banch, the campfire gather- 
ings, moonlight romps and games, with boxing, fencing, 
kiting, and what not, in the camps of the Connings, the 
Selbys, the Brecks, the Beynolds, and my own summering 
families. 

Blowing soap-bubbles was popular for a time, and cer- 
tain long-stemmed Korean pipes, among Jad^'s ^4oot'' 
from the orient, came into novel requisiti on. There were 
debates of evenings in the Lodge, to which the older campers 
were invited, in which the materialist monist. Jack London, 
was somewhat unwillingly pitted against Mr. Edward B. 
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Payne, a far older man whom Jack styled ^'metaphysi- 
ciaii." I should bave said attempted debate, for tbe same 
familiar stumbling-block was encountered tbat bad dis- 
mpted earlier discussions wbenever Jack and tbe meta- 
pbysicians locked boms : Jack could not and would not ac- 
cept tbe premise offered; and after several futile efforts 
of tbe instigators of tbe meetings, to ease bim surrepti- 
tioosly over tbe first stages of tbe argnment, tbe debates 
were discontinued. 

^^ Edward 's got a beautiful mind, and be's tbe most 
logicai rbetoridan I ever met in my wbole life,'' Jack would 
defend bimself ; ^'but wben, in bis reasoning, be comes to 
tbe encbanted bridge be bas tried to build, on wbicb I am 
supposed to reject my solid f oundation and step across to 
bis metapbysical one, I revolt.'' Martin Lutber's **Here I 
stand. I can do no otberwise, so belp me Ood ! Amen ! ' ' was 
no less finn tban Jack London 's ^'I can't belp il, I am so 
made. I oan't see it any otber way. IVe got to keep my 
feet on tbe concrete/' 

I bave seen bim quite wbite witb distress tbat bè bad to 
spoìl a party by depriving guests of tbe spectacle of bim- 
self routed from bis materialistic terra firma and driven 
upon tbe impalpable ground of tbe metapbysidans witb 
tbeir, to bim, '^colossal evasions of mundane interpreta- 
tions," as our fri^id Mary Wilsbire puts it. *^Eacb of 
youy" be said, '^goes into bis own consciousness to explaìn 
anytbing and everytbing.'' Again, **Tbe metapbysidan 
explains tbe universe by bimself , tbe sdentist explains bim- 
self by tbe universe." Jack believed tbat tbe keenest and 
most irresistible impulses toward self-preservation are 
sbown by wbat be termed metapbysicians. '^Take tbe 
eartbquake, for iastance/' be would rail. '^Tou and I, 
and an infidel artist, remained in our beds until well after 
tbe sbock. And wben we emerged, wbere did we find tbe 
metapbysicians of tbe bouseboldt — Out of doors, in un- 
seemly attiro, and unable to teli bow tbey got tbere, but. 



136 THE BOOK OP JACK LONDON 

from circamstantial evìdence, having arrived on the nn- 
stable earth by way of a first-story window I ' ^ 

There were swìmming visite exchanged that year wìth 
onr neighbors the Bndolf Spreckelses and a bevy of Mrs. 
Spreckels's sisters, the Misses Jolìffe; and once we went to 
to Napa to see the Winships. But Jack, as a mie, was not 
f ond of visitingy and occasionally was heard to remark that 
the Winships and the Sterlings were practically the only 
f riends to whose honses he went, and these at wide intervals. 
He pref erred, in short, to entertain rather than to be enter- 
tained. 

At times, but rarely, he would treat himself to a holiday, 
perhaps to read aloud a hook that had daimed him f or the 
moment, or to take some special jannt. But the fingers of 
one band could easily tally the days when he failed to 
deliver ten pages of hand-written manuscript to my type- 
writer desk. It was my custom to bave bis previous 
day's instahnent, typed and words counted, in readiness 
upon bis table by nine. He loved to read me bis mom- 
ing^s work — ^and even in the writing of it, if I happened 
to pass by, would interrupt himself to let me share what he 
had done. The first writing day, in ali our days, that this 
did not happen, was the first day upon which he wrote no 
more. 

Evidently this lif e of dosely-wedged activities was quite 
to my taste, f or at the end of one date 's diary-items I see : 
** Happy as an angeli'' This may, bowever, bave been 
when I had won from Jack some praise or especial appre- 
ciation; but he was wont ruefuUy to utter that my finest 
heights of bliss were attained when I had beaten him at 
cards (which was seldom enough to justify chortling), 
or won a bet upon the weather ranging anywhere from ten 
cents to ten doUars. 

Another and sweeter souroe of happiness to me would be 
when I had played an hour f or him while he sat or redined, 
one band over bis eyes, dreaming upon a couch in Auntie 's 
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cool living-room. The music he then of tenest asked f or was 
Arthur Foote's Eubaiyat Suite, and much of Macdowell — 
**The Eagle^' and **Sea Pieces'' remaining favorites. His 
disposition those days was ahnost always equable, and I 
leamed to circumvent the blues he had once f orewamed he 
might be subject to upon the day of completing a long man- 
uscript. On June 7, he laid down his ink-pencil f or the last 
time on **Before Adam/' first writing in my count of 40,868 
words. But there was little or no depression to foUow. I 
had seen to that, by planning a string of overlapping en- 
gagements for the day, which lef t him no moment f or relax- 
ing until sleep-time was at hand. Oh, no — ^never did I cheat 
myself into believing that he did not see through my mach- 
inations; rather, did he cooperate — but no word jarred 
the moment 's harmony, 

Have I mentioned that he was f ond of ordering adver- 
tised articlesT ^^And if one out of ten proves a real find, 
I am repaid for my time and money I ' ' was his argument. 
Many were the packages, great and small, that enlivened 
our moming mail during preparation for the small-boat voy- 
age ; for whether emanating f rom ^ ' ad " or catalogne. Jack 
meant to leave nothing behind that would contribute to the 
venture 's success. Fishing tackle of the most alluring ; num- 
berless strìngs of beads, and loose beads by the gross, of ali 
sizes and hues to gladden savage hearts that beat under the 
Southern Cross ; gay neckerchief s and calicoes and ribbons 
— ^nothing was omitted. And the fun we, like veriest chil- 
dren, had opening our ^'Christmas packages" from day 
to day, can best be imagined. 

Early in our comradeship I had noted Jack's habit of 
looking ahead, not back. '^ Leave retrospect to old men 
and women. The world is ali before me now," was his 
pose toward the dead past. While this remained a charac- 
teristic, the general normal happiness of his new environ- 
ment rendered him less averse to dwelling upon his yes- 
terdays. As our united yesterdays lengthened in our 
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shadoWy he became as f ondly addioted as I to remìniscence 
of them. 

Before me, as I write with his own pen, lies a olipping 
referring to **The Iron Heel,*' which begins: **In one of 
Jack London 's less ìmportant works, there was a descrip- 
tion of a pitched battle in Chicago, in the near future, by 
way of quelling what would now be called a Bolshevist revo- 
lution/* And the conunentator adda: ^*Now the battle 
is going on in Berlin. '' Beside the clipping reposes a let- 
ter to me from a sociologist, from which I quote as ref uta- 
tion of the other^s phrase, *'less important works'^ 

' ' The earlier portion of the hook is the most impressive, 
the most unanswerable impeachment of the capitalist sys- 
tem to be f ound in ali the voluminous sociologica! literature 
of our times. ' * 

And I feel f ree to quote Mr. George P. Brett, President 
of The Macmillan Company, who published the hook : 

^'I consider 'The Iron HeeP the greatest compendium 
of Socialism ever written/' 

From week to week, in these stirring days of recQnstruc- 
tion foUowing the World War, there come to me, alone 
upon Jack London 's mountainside, appredations from ali 
dasses conceming ''The Iron Heel," once hated and de- 
rided and feared by the factions most opposed to one an- 
other. Jack had gone to work upon it that midsummer of 
1906, placing some of its scenes round-about ''the sweet 
land" in which he had elected to dwell. When the manu- 
script later f ailed to find place in any paying magazine, and 
saw book-oovers, in 1907 during the ''panie," mainly be- 
cause the publishers held a blanket contract hearing Jack 
London 's sprawling signature, the poor author said regret- 
f ully one day in Hawaii : 

"I thought it would be timely, that hook; but they're ali 
afraid of it, Mate Woman." He pointed to letters just 
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received f rom the States : * ^ See : the socialists, even my own 
crowd, have thrown me down — ^they deory it as a lugubrious 
prophecy; and the other camp, of course, revìle it as they 
revìle everything sodalistic they possibly can of mine. 

**But,*' he broke in heatedly upon his reverie, **I didn^t 
write the thing as a prophecy at alL I really don't think 
these things are going to happen in the United States. I 
believe the inoreasing sodalist vote will prevent — ^hope f or 
it, anyhow. Bnt I will say that I sent ont, in 'The Iron 
Heel/ a waming of what I think might happen if they don't 
look to their votes. That's ali/' 

In the copy he gave me is written : ' ' We that have been 
what we Ve been. . • . We that have seen what we Ve seen — 
we may not see these particnlar things come to pass, but cer- 
tain it is that we shall see big things of some sort come to 
pass. ' ' 

In the light of present events, the story would seem to 
have been more than ronghly prophetic ; and the end, may- 
hap, is not yet. 

The phrase * ' well-balanced radicals" carne to be a pet 
aversion of Jack's for the rest of his life. For, outside of 
the capitalist class, it was the self-named ^'well-balanced 
radicals, * ' who would have none of his * * Iron Heel. ' ' 

Yet it was one of these, after Jack London 's death, who 
wrote me: ''The earlier portion of the hook is the most 
ìmpressive, the most nnanswerable impeachment of the 
capitalist system to be f onnd in ali the voluminous socio- 
logical literature of onr times. I have read many severe 
criticisms of capitalist procedure, but this cuts deeper and 
cleaner than they alL*' 

"The Iron Heel," once finished and started on its round 
of the magazines, Jack's next contemplated hook was a 
group of tramping episodes, brought out serially as "My 
Life in the Underworld,'* and, in book-f orm, "The Eoad.*' 

Two paragraphs from Jack's letters to George Sterling, 
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of dates Febmary 17, 1908, and March 3, 1909, throw 
illumination upon bis open attitude toward bis past : 

' ' I can 't get a line on wby you wisb I badn 't written ^ Tbe 
Boad, ' " be cballenges. ^ ' It is ali trae. It is wbat I am, 
wbat I bave done, and it is part of tbe process by wbich 
I bave become. Is it a lingering taint of tbe bourgeois in 
yon tbat makes you objectT Is it because of my sbameless- 
nessT For baving done tbings in wbicb I saw or see no 
sbame T Do teli me. ' ' 

And tbis : 

**Tour point about 'Tbe Boad,' namely tbat it *gave tbe 
mob a mop to bang' me witb. Wbat of itf I don't care 
for tbe mob. It can't burt me. One word of censure or 
disapprovai f rom yon would burt me a few million myriads 
of billions times more tban ali tbe snm total tbe mob would 
inflict on me in one bundred and forty-seven lifetimes. I 
tbank tbe Lord I don't live for tbe mob." 

Tbis seems tbe place to point Jack's intoleranoe of 
restricted or anacbronistic vision, by quoting furtber from 
letters to Sterling. Tbe latter sat between tbe boms of 
a dilemma witb regard to bis two dosest friends — ^Jack 
London and Ambrose Bierce, wbo were as far apart as 
tbe poles in tbeir pbilosopbies. Because Jack bad experi- 
enced certain pbases of living wbicb were untenable to tbe 
satirist 's niceties, tbe latter seemed entirely to discount tbe 
younger autbor as one entitled to consideration in tbe 
brotberbood of polite society. In sbort, after be bad read 
**Tbe Boad," Mr. Bierce was empbatic in bis opinion con- 
ceming wbat summary disposai sbould be made of Jack. 
But Jack, witb a generosity and lack of bittemess wbich 
would bave well become tbe elder man, wrote Sterling : 

**For beaven's sake don't you quarrel witb Ambrose 
about me. He's too splendid a man to be diminisbed be- 
cause be bas lacked access to a later generation of science. 
He crystallized before you and I were bom, and it is too 
magnificent a cry stallization to quarrel witb. ' ' 
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Earlier lettera to Sterling amplify Jack's oontentioiiy 
and bis own np-to-the-mark step with the marohing world : 

* * If Hillquìt and Hnnter didn 't put it ali over Bierce — ^I *11 
qoit thinkìng at alL Bierce 's dever pessimism was no- 
where against theìr scienoe. He proved himself rudderless, 
compasslesSy and chartless. Bierce doesn't shine in a face 
to face battle with sodalists. He 's beat at long raage sling- 
ing ink. He was groggy at the drop of the hat, and bef ore 
they got done with him was looking anxiously aronnd and 
wondering why the gong didn't ring. AH he did was to 
back and fili and potter aronnd, dogmatize and contradict 
himself. When they comered hìm, he went off on another 
tack| wherefore they'd overtake him and lambaste him 
again. Bierce, with biological and sociologica! concepts 
that crystallized in the f ervant beat of pessimism a genera- 
tion ago, was — ^well, pathetic. And more pathetic stili, he 
doesn't knowif 

^'I wonldn't care to lock homs with Bierce," is a later 
reference. ^'He stopped growing a generation ago. Of 
course, he keeps np with the newspapers, but bis criteria 
crystallized 30 odd years ago. Had he been bom a genera- 
tion later he'd bave been a sodalist, and, more likely, an 
anarohist. He never reads books that aren't something like 
a hnndred years old, and he glories in the f act ! ' ' 

The latest remarks I find, in the same correspondence, 
are these written f rom Hilo, Hawaii, in Jnly of 1907 : 

* * The qnotes f rom Ambrose were great. What a pen he 
wields. Too bad he hasn't a better philosophic founda- 
tion,'' 
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BKABK YOTAGB 
End 1906; 1907-8-9 

THE Great Earthquake proved very expensìve to Jack 
London. Primarìly becanse of it, the yaoht-building, 
which he had calculated would oost seven thonsand dollars, 
or at most ten, incredibly squandered some thirty thousand. 
The iron keel was to have been run on the very evening of 
the Earthquake, Aprii 18. Following that event (which we 
of California are averse to term an * * Act of God, * * much less 
one of a beneficent Providence), what Jack shonld bave 
done, too late he carne to see, was to look aronnd f or a ready- 
bnilt bull. At almost any time bef ore the World War, fine 
deep-water yachts conld be picked np on the Atlantic sea- 
board at a tithe of their originai cost. In future years, after 
the abandomnent of our voyage. Jack pored over many a 
blue-print received from agents in the east, of well-ap- 
pointed vessels that could be had for mere songs. 

No man bom of woman could forecast the insur- 
mountable anarchy that the post-quake and fire-havoc 
wrought in building conditions. I shall leave it to the 
reader to guess at the inwardness of our spirit-trial, so 
lightly sketched in the first artide (^'The Inconceivable and 
Monstrous'') of the nineteen, induding Foreward and Back- 
word, that compose Jack London 's ^'The Cruise of the 
Snark.'' This collection relates, in more or less discon- 
nected fashion, a few of the main happenings and observa- 
tions incident te the oruise. My own hook, I wish to mention 
bere, **The Log of the Snark/' also published by The Mac- 
millan Company, gives, as its name implies, the consecutive 

142 
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journal from the day before we sailed from San Francisco 
nntil we retnmed to California. There ìs one exception to 
the foregoìng statement. My two-years' diary being too 
protracted for one volnme, the five-months' experiences 
ashore in the Hawaiian Islands, together with the general 
details of onr 1915 and 1916 visits, form a bulky book by 
themselves, which also appears under the Macmillan im- 
print. This volume I bave revised and brought up to date 
for a new edition in 1921. Jack, aside from bis incomplete 
Snark record, as above, devoted himself to fiction, which I 
name below, inspired by the Pacific and its enchanting isles, 
irrespective of other books in which incidents from bis South 
Sea lore appear, such as ** Michael Brother of Jerry,*' 
** Martin Eden/' **The Red One,*' and others. Here are 
the strictly tropical ones : 

**Adventure," novel, 1911. 

**South Sea Tales,'' 1911. 

**The House of Pride,'' 1912. 

*'ASonof the Sun,'' 1912. 

" Jerry of the Islands," 1918. 
The opening adjuration in ^^The Inconoeivable and 
Monstrous ' ' sounds the note adhered to by Jack throughout 
the. construction and manning of the little ship that was, 
we fondly believed, to be our home for indefinite years of 
adventure. '^ Spare no expense" was the slogan he im- 
pressed upon bis lieutenant, Boscoe. And no matter what 
exasperation foUowed, **gipsy heart to gipsy heart," un- 
daunted Jack and I traced our route upon a sizable world- 
globe bought for our future library. 

In the end, allowing for ali the heartbreakìng wastage 
and plain gr^if t that sent the yacht, half a year late, an un- 
finished, internai wreck upon the high seas to Honolulu, 
stili was she, with ber sturdy sticks and ber ribs of oak, 
pronounoed by that master-small-boat-sailor, Jack London, 
the strongest vessel of ber proportions ever launched — 
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'^Stronger, even, I teli yon," he held, ^'than the Ooya, that 
made the Northwest Passage. ' ' 

Be it knowiiy once and for ali, this poìnt having been 
airily misrepresented for years, that every human being of 
the Snark^s oomplement of seven, except Jadc London and 
myself, who worked to pay them — every soni, I say, was 
drawing a salary for work performed or unperformed dur- 
ing that crazy traverse of 2200 mìles to Honolulu. From 
every class of society over the wide world we thought to cir- 
cumnavigate — doctors, lawyerSy beggarmen, chief s, thieves, 
multimillionaires, sailors single and in crews, poets, his- 
torians, geologists, painters, doctors of divinity — ^in short, 
meUy women and chìldren of every color and occupation, 
wrote or telegraphed or paid us calls, imploring to sail on 
any terms, or none. They even appealed for the privilege 
of paying lavishly for the privilege. One there was who 
wrote : ' ^ I can assure you that I am eminently respectable, 
but find other respectable people tiresome.'' Since he ex- 
pressed an overwhelming desire to be of our party, we 
could not but wonder exactly what he meant I 

But Jack was no fool. Whosoever joined the Snark 
should do so upon a stated salary, and there could be no re- 
criminations. Inconoeivably and monstrously, there were 
recriminationSy despite the precautionary measures. When 
ali but one of our first company retumed to San Fran- 
cisco bef ore we had left Hawaii for the equator, the menda- 
cious papers flashed reports that there had been violence f ol- 
lowing disagreements during the first lap of the cruise. Jack 
London his own Sea Wolf , was the implication, of oourse ; 
and what could Jack do but grind his teeth, and then laugh : 
^'They can ali go to blazes! You and I know better; and 
what really counts is you and me!*' 

Disagreements there had been — ^but I employ the wrong 
word; for it was an agreement, quietly arrived at between 
Jack and his sailing master before Honolulu was sighted, 
that the latter should go home at his leisure from that port. 
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A younger member of the party decided to return to college ; 
while our Japanese cabin boy, Tochigì, failed to oonquer an 
incorrigible seasickness. So these two, also, went bade to 
California. 

It ali boils down to the fact, well-established in Jadc's 
mind and my own from our incredulous observations of 
lack of discipline and neglect of property — '^appalled and 
bewildered*' my diary states our emotions — that those who 
deserted the Snark merely discovered they had been mis- 
taken in thinking sea-adventure was what their natures 
craved. The details of certain unfaimess to Jack that 
were so blindly practised, I omit. However inclined to 
garrulousness I may be oH Jack's behalf, I do want to be 
fair enough to ali of them in their blindness, largely to 
lay the blame, as already hintedi to the chaotio eircum- 
stances under whidi the boat was built. This, in the last 
analysiSy had wom out the patienoe, the grit, and the in- 
dubitably feeble adventure-lust that had been the reason 
for their engaging in the enterprise. 

I think the difference between them and ourselves was 
that Jack and I knew what we wanted, and in unison over- 
took ìt in spite of colossal odds from ali sides; whUe the 
others simply had mistaken their desires. The secret of 
finding our rainbows' ends always, I am sure, lay first 
and last in our knowledge of what we wanted. The longest 
search never palled, because the search was an end in 
itself. Of one of our men, who had failed to fili even 
the berth of a preoeding f allure, Jack said : ' ' EBe caught a 
glimpse, in some metallio, cog-like way, of the spirit of 
Adventure, and he thought to woo her — ^Adventure, who 
must be served whole-souled and single-hearted and with 
the long patience that is so terrible that very few are capable 
of it/' 

But I am ahead of my narrative : 

Early in the year, with the f ramework of the yacht just 
begun, Jack had written to a magazine the letter given be- 
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low, outlining the purposed voyage and offering a chance 
at the story of the emise. 

Here let me remark that a leading reason for the in- 
clnsion of this correspondence is to emphasize the exact 
proposition which Jack London made. This, in tum^ be- 
causCy following his death, one jonmalisty in an otherwise 
gracious and well-meaning article, created, unintentionally 
I wish to believe, a misapprehension in the minds of his 
many readers as to happenings in connection with the ar- 
rangement for the boat-artides. Dnring a cali with which 
this writer honored the Jac^ London Ranch after Jack's 
passing, I threatened that I should, in ali friendliness, go 
after him in the open when I shonld write this book ; and he, 
with entire good-nature^ gave me his blessing to ^'go to it 
and do the worsf 

Here is the opening letter. The italics are mine, goided 
by marginai markings of Jack's: 

**Peb. 18/06. 
*'Dear : 

^ ' The keel is laid. The boat is to be 45 f eet long. It would 
bave been a little bit shorter had I not f ound it impossible 
to squeeze in a bathroom otherwise. I sail in October. 
Hawaii is the first port of cali; and from there we shall 
wander through the South Seas, Samoa, Tasmania, New 
Zealand, Australia, New Guinea, and up through the Philip- 
pines to Japan. Then Korea and China, and on down to 
India, Bed Sea, Mediterranean, Black Sea and Baltic, and 
on across the Atlantic to New York, and then around the 
Hom to San Francisco. ... I shall oertainly put in a win- 
ter in St. Petersburg, and the chanoes are that I shall go up 
the Danube from the Black Sea to Vienna, and there isn't 
a European country in which I shall not spend from one to 
several months. This leisurely fashion will obtain through- 
out the whole trip. I shall not be in a rush ; in f act, I calcu- 
late seven (7) years at least will be taken up by the trip. 

' ^ This boat is to be sailed by one friend and myself . There 
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are no sailors. My wife aocompanies me. Of oourse, l'U 
take a cook along, and a cabin boy ; but these will be Asiatics, 
and will bave no pari in the sailorizing. [The ultimate per- 
sonnel of the crew was rearranged.] The rig of the boat 
will be a compromise between a yawl and a schooner. It 
will be what is called the ketch-rig — the same rig that is used 
by the English fishing-boats on the Dogger Bank. 

' ' Shall, however, bave a amali engine on board to be used 
only in case of emergency, such as in bad water among reef s 
and shoals, where a sudden calm in a fast carrent leaves a 
sailing-boat helpless. Also, this engine is to be used for an- 
other purpose. When I strike a country, say Egypt or 
France, l'il go up the Nile or the Scine by having the mast 
taken out, and under power of the engine. I shall do this a 
great deal in the different countries, travel inland and live 
on board the boat at the same time. There is no reason at 
ali why I shouldn't in this fashion come up to Paris, and 
moor alongside the Latin Quarter, with a bow-line out to 
Notre Dame and a stem-line fast to the Morgue. 

' ' Now to business. I shall be gone a long time on this 
trip. ^0 magaeme can print ali I have to write ahout it. 
On the other band, it cannot be ìmagined that I shall write 
50,000 words on the whole seven years, and then quit. As it 
is, the svibject matter of the trip dividea itself up so that 
there ivill be no dash whatever between^ a/ny several publi- 
cations that may be handling my stuff. For instance, here 
are three big naturai, tmconflictvng divisions: news, indu^- 
trial, and politicai articles on the various countries for 
newspapers; fiction; a/nd finaUy, the trip itself. 

^'Now the question arises, if you take the trip itself 

(which will be the cream), how much space will The 

be able to give mef In this connection I may state that 
McClure's and Outi/ng are after me ; and, as I am throwing 
my life, seven years of my time, my eaming-power as a 
writer of fiction, and a lot of money, into the enterprise, it 
behooves me to keep a sharp lookout on how ezpenses, etc.. 
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are to be met. And one important factor in this connection 
ihat I must consider, is that of space. 

''And while I am on this matter of space, I may as well 
say that it is granted, always, that I deliver the goods. Of 
course, if my articles tum ont to be mushy and inane, 
why I should not expect any magazine to continue publish- 
ing them. I believe too much in fair play to be a good busi- 
ness man, and if my work be rotten, l'd be the last fellow in 
the world to bind any editor to publish it. On the other 
band, I bave a tremendous confidence, based upon ali kinds 
of work I bave already done, that I can deliver the goods. 
Anybody doubting this has but to read ' ' The People of the 
Abyss*' to find the graphic, reportorial way I bave of 
handling things. . . . 

''While on this matter of space, I may also state that it 
is not so mach the point of how large the space is in a given 
nnmber of magazine, but how long a time the story of the 
trip can run in the magazine. ' ' 

Here he inserts a paragraph conceming bis abilities to 
fumish good photographic illustrations. And he goes on : 

"... We expect lots of action, and my strong point as 
a writer is that I am a writer of action — see ali my short 
stories, for instance. Another point is, that while I am a 
writer, I am also a sailor ... ; and a stili f urther point is, 
that I am an acknowledged and successful writer of sea- 
matter; see 'The Sea Wolf,' 'The Omise of the Dazzler,' 
and ' Stories of the Fish Patrol. . . .' 

"... Now Comes the item of pay. In the first place, 
here is a traveler-correspondent, and traveler-correspond- 
ents are usually expensive, because their traveling expenses 
are paid by their employers. But in my case Vd pay my own 
traveling expenses. I build my boat, I outfit my boat, and 
Irtmmyboat . . . So, in whatever condusion we arrive at, 
it must be stipulated that I receive in advance, in the course 
of the building of the boat, say $3000.00.'* 

The editor stated bis wiUingness to make the advance ; 
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and Jack shot back, **A11 rìght. We sail October 1,'* end- 
ing the letter, ''l'm going to tnm out some cracker jack 
stuff on this trip!" 

Aprii 3, 1906, is the date of Jack's agreement to "fum- 

ish The Magazine a series of exdusive articles de- 

scriptive of my voyage in my sailboat, which voyage is to 
extendy if possible, aroiind the world.'^ The number of 
contribntions, he stipnlated, was not to exceed ten unless 
more were ordered. Jack agreed to supply photographs. 

Meanwhile, he had got under way a proposai to fumish 
land-articleSy say upon domestic customs of native peoples, 
for a woman's magazine in the east — this in line with re- 
marks which I bave underscored in letter above quoted. 

Came the Earthquake, and on May 16, he wrote : *' You 
ask for my picture alongside the bull. There ain't no bull. 
The iron keel, wooden keel, and stem and a few ribs, are 
standing, and so they bave been standing for some time. I 
bave not been near the boat yet, and do not expect to go until 
it is practically finished. I am too bnsy. ^ * When the build- 
ing had been resumed, Jack put my unde, who had been for 
himself an enthusiastic boat-builder in bis time, and was to 
be sailing-master, upon a salary to superìntend the con- 
struction. 

In July I find this f rom Jack to the first magazine : 

**You will bave to defer my opening article until the 
November number. I bave finally succumbed to the Cali- 
fornia earthquake. I find it impossible to get a decent en- 
gine this side of New York, and the consequent delay throws 
me back a full month. I shall sail November 1, instead of 
October 1/* La ter he wrote: *'This damned earthquake 
is just beginning to show up the delays it caused. There 
is scarcely a thing we want that we can buy in the locai 
market/' Then, *'We are going to cali ber the Snark/* 
he announced bis final choice of a name for the '^beautiful 
elliptical stem. ' ' His reason was that he could think of no 
other name that suited, and his f riends, with bright sug- 
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gestions of ''The Cali of the Wild,'' **The Sea Wolf '' and 
eke ' ' The Game, ' ' had wom him out. He even put it as a 
threat tp one and ali, that if nothing less silly were f orthcom- 
ing, Snark she should be — ^this snappy title being chosen 
f rom Lewis Carroll 's * ' The Hunting of the Snark. ' ' 

**I never thought about naming the boat after your 
magazine," he replied to the editor '8 snggestion. ''The 
only objection to that name is, that boats, like horses and 
doga, shonld bave names of one syllable. Good, sharp, 
strong names, that can never be misheard. There's only 
one thing that would make me change the name Snark to 
that of your magazine, namely, the presentation of the 
Snark to me as an out-and-out present, She is costing me 
$10,000, and by golly, ìt would be worth $10,000 worth of ad- 
vertising to the magazine. In return for such a present,'' 
(and I can hear Jack's titter as he dictated the outrage 
to me), "not only would I put up with the five-syllable 
name, but 'Magazine' to be appended. That would make 
eight syllables. Why, l'd even take subscriptions and 
advertisements for the magazine as I went along I" 

In September the editor was succeeded by another, and 
I find an amusing item in bis first letter to Jack: "The 
correction you ask to be made has been attended to and you 
may rest easy in the assurance that 'Boscoe' will not be 
misrepresented but will be placed in bis true light as a 
'follower of the' science, though not the religion, of one 
Cyrus B. Teed.' " For our sailing-master, be it known, 
firmly believed in the Teed ' ' oellular cosmogany, ' ' and that 
he was to experience the Snark voyage on the inner skin of 
the planet. 

Glandng over these letters, I discover that Jack had 
raised bis fiction rate to fifteen cents a word to the maga- 
zines, and bis story, "Just Meat," (hook published in 
"When God Laughs"), was being discussed on this basis. 

There fell more trouble. The editors of the two maga- 
zines each tried to "grab the whole show" in their advance 
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advertising of their totally different SnarJc material, and 
Jack, indignant with both for accusing him of bad faith, 
entirely clear in bis own head and in bis two oncon- 
flicting contraotSy was made tbe snfferer. His retaliation is 
in plain and uncompromising terms. After treating tbe 
first editor to a few of bis opinions of magazine ofiSces, be 
qnotes verbatim from bis contract witb tbe woman's maga- 
zine : ' ' Tbese articles are to be upon bome lif e and social 
conditions in a broad sense of tbe term, etc, etc" 

*'Speaking now in connection witb contents of foregoing 
paragrapb, ' ' be enlarges, * * I want to know wbat in beli yon 
tbink 35,000 words will cover ! Do you tbink 35,000 words 
will cover a titbe of tbe boat-trip itself, mncb less ali tbe 
tbings I expect to do and see in tbe course of seven years ! 
• . . Don't you tbink IVe got a kick coming for tbe way 
you bave advertised me as going around tbe world for The 

ì • . . beli, everybody tbinks you are building my 

boat for me, and paying ali my expenses, and giving me a 
princely salary on top of it . . . 35,000 words àt 10 cents a 
word means $3500.00 and tbe initial cost of my boat is run- 
ning past tbe $12,000.00 mark, to say notbing of expenses 
of running said boat. . • • Tbose are tbe figures up to date, 
and tbey're stili going up. San Francisco is mad. Prices 
bave dimbed out of sigbt. I pay $200 for a bit of iron work 
on tbe boat, tbat sbould cost $40.00. Everytbing is in tbis 
order. Tbe outlook is now, tbat I sball not sail before 
January. Weeks go by witbout a tap of work being done on 
tbe boat. Can't get tbe men. AU my stuff is coming from 
tbe east because tbe eartbquake destroyed tbe locai market ; 
and f reigbt is congested. ' ' 

On November 1, 1906, Jack wrote again: **Tes, Mr. 

[tbe new editor 's predecessor] did write me upon 

tbe matter of ' distributing my cabbages in several baskets,' 
and I must conf ess tbat be got me ratber bot in tbe coUar, 
wbat of tbe sized-basket be bad fumisbed me and tbougbt 
would bold ali my cabbages — tbe crop of seven years in a 
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35,000-word basket ! I am inclosìng you a copy of the letter 
I sent him. . . . Since writing this, I wrote him another 

calling the tum on him f or doing just what Mr. [the 

editor of the woman's magazine] had done, namely, daim- 
ing every thing in sight so far as my seven-years ' voyage is 
ooncemed. Your perìodical said that practically my total 
output would go to it, concemìng lands, people, etc.^ that I 
would see. The mental processes of editors are beyond me. 

I fought with Mr. for 35,000 words, and oouldn't 

get it out of him. ' ' 

When the Christmas number of the magazine that was to 
have the story of the voyage carne out, containing the first 
of bis boat-articles, Jack let loose bis *4ong wolf-howl'* 
upon the liberties that had been taken with bis copy. ' * Any 
tyro can cut a manuscript, ' ' he storms, ' ' and f eel that he is a 
co-creator with the author, But it's beli on the author. 
Not one man in a million, including office-boys, is to be 
f ound in the magazine ofiSce who is able properly to revise 
by elimination the work of a professional author. And the 
men in your office have certainly played ducks and drakes 
with the exposition in the first half of my first boat-article. 
. . . For instance, I bave just finished the proofs of * Just 
Meat. ' In one place I bave my burglar say, ' I put the kibosh 
on bis time.' Some man in your office changed this to, 'I 
put a crimp in bis time.' In the first place, ^crimp' is in- 
correct in such usage. In the second place, there is nothing 
whatever in the conno tation of 'kibosh' that would prevent 
its appearing in the pages of your magazine. 'Kibosh' is 
not vulgar, it is not obscene. Such action is wbolly unwar- 
ranted and gratitously officious. Did this co-creator of mine, 
in your office, think that be knew what he was doing when 
be made such a ridiculous substitutionf And if be does 
think so, wby in the dickens doesn't be get in and do the 
whole thing bimself f 

'*In our contract," be grows hot and botter, '*I take 
your right of revision to consist in rejecting an artide as 
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a whole or in eliminating objeotìonable phraees. New I 
bave no objection to that. I bave no objection to yonr trudc- 
ling to Mrs. Grundy, wben, f or instance, yon cut out swear- 
words or change 'go to beli' to 'go to blazes.' Tbat's tbe 
mere sbell. In tbat sort of revision you can bave full 
swing; but tbat is di£ferent matter from cutting tbe beart 
out of my work, sucb as you did in my first boat-artide. 
You made my exposition look like tbirty cents. 

*'I WEAVE my stuff ; you can cut out a wbole piece of 
it, but you canH cut out parts of it, and leave mutilated 
parts bebind. Just tbink of it. Wading into my exposition 
and cutting out premises or proof s or anything else just to 
suit your lengtb of an article, or tbe space, ratber, tbat you 
see fit to give sucb article. [Tbe editor s were succeeding 
eacb otber rapidly about tbis time, and Jack was quite in 
tbe dark as to wbom, pérsonally, be was addressing,] • • . 
' ' Don't you see my point f ' ' be urges. ' * If tbe wbole woven 
tbing— event, narrative, description— is not suitable for 
your magazine, wby cut it out — cut out tbe wbole tbing. I 
don't care. But I refuse to contemplate for one moment 
tbat tbere is any man in your office, or in tbe office of any 
magazine, capable of bettering my art, or tbe art of any 
otber first-class professional writer. 

* * Now, I want to give waming rigbt bere : I won *t stand 
for it. Before I stand for it, ni tbrow over tbe wbole 
proposition. If you dare to do tbis witb my succeeding 
articles. . . • l'U not send you anotber line. By goUy, 
you Ve got to give me a square deal in tbis matter. Do you 
tbink for one moment tbat l'U write my beart (my skilled, 
professional beart, if you please) into my work to bave 
you f ellows slaugbtering it to suit your joumalistic tastes t 
Eitber l'm going to write tbis set of articles, or you 're go- 
ing to write it, for know rigbt bere tbat I refuse definitely 
and flatly, to collaborate witb you or witb any one in your 
office. 

**In order tbat tbis letter may not go astray,*' be winds 



154 THE BOOK OP JACK LONDON 

up, ' ^ I am sendìng copies to each of the three men who, in 
my present hypothesis, I think may possibly be editor . • . 
And I want, at your earliest convenience, an assnranoe that 
the sort of mntilation I am complaining abont, will not oocar 
again/' 

After an nnsatisfactory reply, Jack wrote: **Frankly, 
l'd like to oall the whole thing off," follo wing this with a 
stili warmer letter than his former one, impressing npon 
the editor, ' ^ This is the first sqnabble I ever had in my 
life with a magazine. I hope it will be my last, bnt l'il 
make it hum while it lasts. ' ' 

The upshot of the ' ^ sqnabble ' ' was that the boat artides 
were actnally called off, another serial, already nnder way, 
to be snbmitted at a stili better rate. Jack was well pleased, 
and I was relieved for his sake, as the nnsettled state of 
matters both with regard to his work and the exasperating 
Snark progress was very grilling to his nerves. 

Another disappointment we had sustained was the loss 
of Manyonngi. For weeks, with trae orientai indireotion, 
he had set about making himself dispensable. The only 
motive, Jack convinced himself, was that the boy harbored 
a disinclination to visit the Seven Seas in an inoonseqnential 
shallop snch as to him appeared the small Snark on her 
riokety ways at the shipyard. The heart of the sailor was 
not in his breast His misbehavior, which had extended into 
every department of his service, culminated one evening 
in a very ludicrons manner. He had ali day blatantly 
omitted his habitnal address of ^^ Master," snbstitnting 
*'Mr. London," or '*Bos8," with labored variations. His 
bold black eyes and studiedly nonchalant tongue advertised 
bid upon bid for discharge. And stili new titles fell from 
his foolish lips, and stili *' Master" looked np when they be- 
came especially if nnintentionally funny, and grinned at the 
silly boy, though one could note a peculiar absence of expres- 
sion in Jack's gray eyes. For he was sad to lose Manyonngi, 
^ and in snch nndignified fashion — the perf ect servant in so 
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many oapadties, of whom we were both personally fond 
into the bargaio. 

It was the custom each night, when we played onr night- 
cap game of cards, f or Manyoungi to ask what we would 
bave to drink — grape-juice, or ginger-ale, lemonade, or beer. 
On thie evening I was bending apprehensively over the crib- 
bage-boardy watching my opponent peg a shocking advan- 
tage, when an ominonsly quiet bnt impudent voice behind 
me asked: 

''Will God have some heerV^ 

The only muscles I moved were in raising my eyes to 
Jack's face.' I was braced for anything; words and tone 
were an invitatìon to wipe np the floor with Manyoungi 's 
offending countenance. Jack went pale with surprise ; bnt 
bis sense of homor prevented him from thrashing the 
Korean, as man to man. He was not even angry, properly 
speaking, and I relaxed when, controlling the desire to laugh, 
he said composedly: 

' ' I do not want anything at ali from yon, Manyoungi, * ' 
and dealt another band. 

It meant the breaking of a new man to ali the details of 
our complicated requirements, not only in relation to our 
present life, but to the prospective one upon the water. 
Tochigi, a poet-browed Japanese, later to become an or- 
dained minister in the Episcopal clergy, came to fili the 
vacancy; and each day's lunch-table was a thing of artistio 
antidpation, for never did the same exquisite fiorai decora- 
tion appear twice. 

Jack forever maintained that there never could be 
equaled Manyoungi 's perfect *'spirit of service'^ that ani- 
mated bis manif old accomplishments. ^ ' Why , that boy could 
make both Charmian and me ready in half an hour for Tim- 
buctoo ! ' ' he would praise. And it was not far from the f act. 

In a letter to Cloudesley Johns, written in September, is 
a lovely attestation of Jack London 's inner contentment 
as regarded the voyage : 
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"Nay, l'U not come back in 18 months. Barring boat and 
financial shipwreck, shall be gone for at least seven years. Also, 
shall not 'come back young agaìn/ I am long since 'young again.' 
Tou onght to see me, and you onght to bave seen me ali this 
year at Glen BUen." 

Curiously enough^ eighteen months was praotically the 
extent of onr actual residence on the Snark, althongh we 
were absent twenty-seven months altogether. 

In early November, hoping soon to weigh anchor, we 
moved to Oakland, with Mammy Jennie and Tochigì to keep 
house. That month, Jack wrote Cloudesley : 

''Sorrier than the devìl; but can't make Los Angeles before I 
sail. And when I sail, l'm going to hit the high places for mid 
ocean in order to leam navigation and leam the boat where IVe 
plenty of room. No rockboond coast for me as a starter. A 
thonsand miles of ofiSng isn^t any too good for me as a starter. . . . 
Dee. 15th is sailing date." 

The first week in Decomber saw the completion of ' ' The 
Iron Heel/' begun in August, and Jack bent bis efforts upon 
the tramp series. That done, too restless to concentrate 
upon another long stretch, he wrote the stories: ^'Goliah" 
(in ** Revolution* 0, **The Passing of Marcus O'Brien (in 
**Lost Face*'), *'The Unparalleled Invasion'* (published 
in *'The Strength of the Strong," and interesting in view 
of the alleged methods during the Great War), **The 
Enemy of AH the World*' and *'The Dream of Debs'' (both 
in ''The Strength of the Strong'*), and ''A Curious Frag- 
ment** (in *'When God Laughs"). 

For recreation, the living-room echoed to exciting con- 
tests in poker or hearts, among the players and onlookers 
being George Sterling, Henry Lafler, Carlton Bierce, Rich- 
ard Partington, Bob Royce, Porter Gamett, Nora May 
French, and the Lily Maid, with a host of others. TJpon one 
of these occasions, the first part of Decomber, while we 
wives of ' ' the boys * * were entertaining ourselves at my new- 
ly acquired Steinway * * B ' * grand, there arrived, f rom Kan- 
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saSy in a drenehing soutìieastery Martin Johnson^ who was 
destined to be the only unshaken unit in the Snark^s crew. 
After partially drying himself ^ he sat in at the game of 
hearts. 

There were Sunday foregatherìngs with what was left 
of the old **Crowd'' in Piedmont; Rugby at the Univer- 
sity of California, and concerts in its Greek Theater ; plays 
and concerts at the Macdonough Theater or the Bishop 
Playhouse ; gay dinner-parties at the Oakland Restaurants 
— The Forum, The Saddle Rock, and Pabst Caf é. Jack con- 
sumed many * ' ten-minute ' ^ wild djicks, canvasback, mallard, 
teal, washed down with his favorite wine, imported Lieb- 
fraimiilch, in the tali opaline glasses he loved. For he, who 
* *bothered'* so little what he put in his stomach, was devoted 
to this type of game, excessively rare and accompanied by 
potatoes au gratin; and the fact that he had not missed the 
open season was somewhat of a solace for the almost in- 
supportable delay in Snark affairs. 

We made up frequent swimming parties for the Pied- 
mont indoor tank; and once or twice, roved the town on 
rented saddlers, taking photographs of ali that were left 
standing of Jack's many homes that had been. We boxed 
regularly at the house on Twenty-seventh Street, rather to 
the disapprovai of Jack's mother, who remained silent until 
one day I drove my retreating opponent, beaten by his own 
mirth at my ferocity, into the dining-room door, cracking 
the redwood panel. Prizefights took Jack to the West Oak- 
land Athletic Club, as before mentioned; and, when the 
Snark, after once breaking the inadequate ways, had been 
finally launched in San Francisco and brought to East Oak- 
land for completion, there were steamed-mussel dinners 
aboard in the unfinished cabin. 

I leamed to ride a wheel, good.horses being unob- 
tainable, and also that I might participate with Jack in 
another of his old hobbies; so he bought me a ''bike," and 
was loud in his boast that with three hours ' practice I was 
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able^ withont mishap, to rìde dear to East Oakland to in- 
speot progress on the yacht. 

We took our work to Carmel-by-the-sea, and visited the 
Sterlings for a fortnight; and a joumey in mid-winter was 
made into Nevada, to Tonopah and Goldfield — in which 
latter mining-town we were guests of Mr. and Mrs. Jann- 
ary Jones, who showed ns everything our time permitted, 
above the ground, and many hundreds of feet beneath the 
surface, by means of the precarìons rim of an iron bucket. 
We retumed to California by way of Ehyolite and Bullf rog, 
booming gold-centers, and had a never-to-be-forgotten 
glimpse into Death Valley; then Los Angeles, and home 
again. This trip was suooeeded by one to Stanford Uni- 
versity, where Jack lectnred npon Sodalism. We were met 
by three ' ' clean, noble, and alive ' ' stndents, Ferguson, Tut- 
tle and Wentz. Jack was entertained by the Delta Upsilon 
Fratemity; and I by the Alpha Phi Sorority. 

There was a Buskin Club dinner on February 1, which 
Jack addressed upon the subject of * * Licentive/ * Like a 
red scarf to a bull was to Jack the stock argument so often 
advanced, that without material gain there would be no 
incentive to good deeds. His speech, which I bave in man- 
uscript, is too long to quote entire ; but the opening chal- 
lenges are enough to indicate what foUows : 

^'Does a child compete in a spelling match for material 
gain? 

'*Do the boys wrestling or racing in the schoolyard 
compete for material gain? 

'^Do sailors at sea volunteer to launch a boat in a moun- 
tainous sea to resene shipwrecked strangers for material 
gain? 

^^Did Lincohi toil with his stateoraft for material gain? 

"Are you bere to-night for material gain? 

**Do the professors in ali the universities toil for mate- 
rial gain? — ^you know their average salary is less than that 
of skilled laborers. 
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*'Do the scientists in their laboratories work for mate- 
rial gain? 

**Did men like Spencer, Darwin, Newton, work for mate- 
rial gain? 

**Did the half million soldiers in the Civil War endure 
hardships, mangling, and violent death for the material gain 
of thirteen dollars per monthf 

**And is there any incentive of material gain in the love 
of mothers for their cMldren in ali the worldt — and re- 
member that the mothers oonstitnte half of ali the world. 

* In short, have I not mentioned incentives, that are not 
alone higher than the incentive of material gain, bnt that 
dominate the incentive of material gain — and that also com- 
pel to action mnltitndes of people, in fact, ali the people 
of the worldf 

* ^ Can you not conceive that mere material gain, a once 
. nsefol device for the development of the human, has not ful- 

fiUed its f unction and is ready to be cast aside into the scrap- 
heap of radimentary organs and ideas, snch as gills in the 
throat and belief in the divine right of kings f ' ' 

These latter months of waiting, Jack was np and down 
in his temperament, and more or less continnally depressed. 
So mach so, at intervals, that for once it was I who said 
to myself : **Thank heaven I don't have to live in a city 
• alwaysl*^ Even Oakland, subnrb of the greater town 
across the Bay, had a bad effect npon him. Bnt at last the 
trial-trip of the SnarJc was heralded for February 10, and 
npon the breathing swell, ten miles out to sea, the sancy, if 
grimy, little huU bore under sail and gasolene. Our spirits 
soared ; and Jack, where we sat together in the bows for an 
hour, said tome: 

"And we Ye going aronnd the world together in her, you 
and I, Mate Woman. . . /^ 

He presented me with **The Omise of the Dazzler,*' and 
in it wrote: **And soon we sail on our own cruise. *The 
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Croise of the Snaxk' — ^and we shall be mates aronnd the 
whole round world. * * 

So loved we our adventure, that of momings we of ten ex- 
changed ovemight dreams of boat and voyage. Then, tin- 
able, on account of further * * inconceivable and monstrous'* 
excusesy to get away untìl Aprii, once we went home to Glen 
Ellen. Snow was on the mountain, and we rode to the top, 
Selim and Belle, pasture-fat, sniffing suspiciously at the 
white earth. And we heard, to our lasting sorrow, how 
Brown Wolf , whose prophetic eyes and ways had wrung our 
hearts while preparations were afoot for the Long Separa- 
tion, had dìed, alone and in the snow of his birthing, a week 
after we had lef t in November. No one had plucked up the 
courage to teli us. '* After that first snow had ali melted,'* 
Wiget said, ' ^ one day I saw something up the bill among the 
trees above my house ; and when I went up, there was your 
dog, dead among the leaves, with snow stili on his fur." 

Dear Brown Wolf I It seemed hard indeed that he should 
bave had his bleak heart wrenched so cruelly twice in his old 
age. Beminiscences were often upon Jack's lips : **Do you 
remember, Mate,^* he would say, *'the day we started out 
for the aftemoon on Belle and poor Ban, and Brown Wolf 
picked up a big juicy porterhouse some one had dropped, 
and nearly died because he couldn 't decide between the beef- 
steak and the run with usf The red meat won out — he 
knew we would come back. But nothing could change his 
foreboding when we got ready for the Snark. . . . Funny 
about dogs : sometimes, as in his case, even bef ore the travel- 
ing-gear is brought out they seem to sense what is coming 
to them, ' ' 

The dismantled Jack's House and Annex did not affect 
US cheerf ully ; and after a last ride to the Banch, to see the 
completed stone and tile barn by moonlight, we bade final 
farewell to Wake Bobin. 

On the last night of the year, after wild funning with a 
chance party of acquaintances in the uproarious cafés and 
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confetti-showered streets of Oakland, which had gained 
enormously in popnlation after the great fire across the 
water, I dosed my 1906 diary with these words : 

^'And so ends the happiest year of my life, with before 
US a great adventure " 
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eouadob; panama; home 

1907-8-9 

OUB f riends cannot tinderstand why we make this voy- 
age/* Jack elucidates his and my **I lìke/* which, he 
always contended, is the ultimate, obvions reason for ali 
human decision. '^They shudder, and moan, and raise 
their hands/' somewhat, he might have added, as did the 
I^ìly Maid's mother npoh his departnre for Alaska. ^^No 
amonnt of explanation can make them comprehend that we 
are moving along the line of least resistance; that it is 
easier for ns to go down to the sea in a small ship than to 
remaìn on dry land, jnst as it is easier for them to remain 
on dry land than to go down to the sea in the small ship. . . . 
They cannot come ont of themselves long enongh to see that 
their line of least resistance is not necessarily everybody 
else 's line of least resistance. • • • They think I am crazy. 
In retnm, I am sympathetic. . . . The things I like con- 
stitnte my set of valnes. The thing I lìke most of ali is per- 
sonal achievement — ^not achievement for the world^s ap- 
planse, bnt achievement for my own delight. It is the old 
* I did it ! I did it ! With my own hands I did it I ' Bnt per- 
sonal achievement, with me, must be concrete. l'd rather 
win a water-fight in the swimming-pool, or remain astride a 
borse that is trying to get ont f rom nnder me, than write 
the great American novel . . . Some other fellow would 
prefer writing the great American novel . • • That is why 
I am building the Snark ... I am so made. I lìke it, that 
is ali. The trip aronnd the world means big moments of 
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livìng • • • Here is the sea, the wìnd, and the wave. Here 
are the seas, the wìnds, and the waves of ali the world . . . 
Here is dìfficalt adjustment, the aohievement of which is 
delight to the small qnivering vanity that is I . . . It is my 
own particular form of vanity, that it ali.** 

**The ultimate word,** he says elsewhere, *48 I LIKE. 
It lies beneath philosophy and is twined about the heart of 
life. When philosophy has maundered ponderonsly for a 
month, telling the individuai what he must do, the individuai 
says in an instant I LIKE — ^and does something else and 
pMlosophy goes glimmering. Philosophy is very often a 
man's way of explaining his own I LIKE.*' 

To resumé : * * There is also another side to the voyage 
of the Snark. Being alive, I want to see, and ali the world 
is a bigger thing to see than one small town or valley.** 
At the end of the voyage, he wrote : 

''The voyage was our idea of a good time. I built the Snark 
and paid for it, and for ali expenses. I contracted to write 35,000 
words descrìptive of the trip for a magazine which was to pay 
me the same rate I reeeived for stories written at home. Promptly 
the magazine advertìsed that it was sendìng me especially around 
the world for itself . It was a wealthy magazine. And every man 
who had business dealings wìth the Snark charged three prices 
because forsooth the magazine could afford it. Down in the utter- 
most South Sea isle this myth obtained, and I paid accordingly. 
To thÌB day everybody believes that the magazine paid for every- 
thing and that I made a fortune otit of the voyage. It is hard, after 
such advertising, to hammer it into the human understanding that 
the whole voyage was done for the fun of it." 

The Snark exploit, so far as it lasted, was ali and more 
to Jack London and to me than we had anticipated. Some 
f eminine joumalist, after reading my **Log,'' described the 
emise as '*a disappointment — ^nothing but a disappoint- 
ment. ' ' It would bave been — to ber, who did not care to go 
down to the sea in ships, or having gone down to the sea in 
ships, dwelt only upon the little annoyances that enter sea- 
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living afi well as land-Iivìng. But I, with a finn philosophy 
that it is the Big Things whioh Goimty and with the memory 
of my Strong Traveler beside me, ask that no one shall en- 
tertain the opinion that it was not the most wonderf al, vic- 
torions thing which ever happened to the right naan and wo- 
man. What we set ont to attain — ^the **purple passages/' 
the glamor of Romance^ the sheer emanoipation f rom any 
possible boredom or oommonplaceness of memory forever 
and forever^ and, before everything, increased love and 
camaraderie between ns two — became ours in nnstinted 
measure. 

One reporter, previously to onr sailìng, said: **When 
Jack London talks of bis pnrposed voyage, he is ali boy, ali 
enthnsiasm.'' So he appeared. But I, accastomed to 
look beneath the snrface phenomena of him, realized 
thronghont my life at bis side that no matter how sincere 
bis enthnsiasms, the keen edge had been rabbed from ad- 
venture by pre-adventnre, if I may coin a word — the snper- 
adventnre of a too-early manhood. So, in bis successful 
matnrity, when he carne to nndertake, with ali the zest in 
him, the conqnest of dreams he had failed to captnre in 
youth — ^like say exploring Typee Valley, or letting go anchor 
in nncharted bights of cannibal isles — ^it was with a differ- 
enee which a less experienced, less thonghtf ni man wonld not 
bave known. 

Yet bis ardors were many, once we were under way on 
the **Long Traila* Hawaii, that in later years he came to 
cali bis Love-Land, warmed bis veins to the very delicions- 
ness of onr ventnre — ^the keenest zest of which was that we 
were seeing the world together. In the midst of bis mom- 
ing's thonsand words, he wonld break off to remind me of 
the beauty and adventure we should find below the equator ; 
and then, realizing that a half-hour had been lost from bis 
busy time, he wonld pick up bis charmed ink-pencil : 

* ' There — don *t taXk to me any more, woman 1 How am I 
going to get my thonsand words done, to pay f or those pearls 
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we're going to bay in ihe Pamnotns and Torres Straits, and 
ali that tnrtle shell from Melanesia, if you keep me from 
work nowP^ — ^Poor me, speechless, with dasped hands of 
transport in bis own raptnrons imaginings. Bnt, since the 
youngling philosopher, who always dreamed with his two 
feet npon solid earth, seldom f ailed to bring his intentions 
to pass, saf ely enongh I thonght to connt npon the gleaming 
sea-seeds and polished tnrtle-scales, the adventuring for 
which was to be seven-eighths of the prize. Again, look- 
ing np with visions in his deep eyes : 

**Think, think where we are bonnd — ^the very names 
stir ali the yonnger red corpnscles in one! — ^Bankok, 
Celebes, Madagascar, Java, Snmatra, Natal — oh, l'U take 
yon to them ali ; and yonr lap shall be fiUed with pearls, my 
dear, and we shall bave them set in f retted gold by the smiths 
of the Orient." 

As a sailor, I conld noi bnt f eel that he was a consnm- 
mate artist. As that matchless sea-writer, Joseph Conrad, 
reminds ns, '*an artist is a man of action, whether he 
creates a personality, invents an expedient, or finds the 
issne of a complicated sitnation. ' ' And Jack London 's was 
a facility of adjnstment, a qnickness of conception and exe- 
cntion, **npon the basis,^^ again to qnote Conrad, '*of jnst 
appredation of means and ends which is the highest qnality 
of the man of action/^ 

Ali a piece of wonder it was, on and ronnd abont the 
narrow precipitons deck of the Snark, herself a mere scnd- 
dìng fleck of matter advancing npon the vast nndulating 
piane of the Pacifia How conld a tme sailor be bored, the 
longest day under the arching blue sky — ^the excellent trades 
hnnting his shìp to its purple havens f For Jack f ound me 
sailor, too, albeit a lamentably nntechnical marìner — ever 
he stood aghast at the hopelessness of getting me to present, 
''so that the Man from Mars conld nnderstand,'' certain or- 
dinary, primary principles of seamanship. Bnt my love and 
trae f eel for the very shape of a boat, and for ber perf orm- 
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ance, and f or the whole world of water^ easily he saw were 
not to be qnestioned ; whìle always, in entering and leaving 
the most dangerous passages, he sent me to the wheel to 
cooperate with his piloting. **It*8 this way:'* he had it 
'^There are many boats, but only one wpman; boats will 
come and go, and captains will come and go, but Charmian 
will be with me always, at the helm/* 

Here I am tempted to digress, in order to word a stili but 
not small worry that was mine dnring our married life. 
Jack '8 correlations between brain and body were exception- 
ally balanced. But there showed in him one inexactitnde that 
led me to nurse a dread that my own hand^ nnder his com- 
mand, might some most inopportune time wreck a boat. 
I do not know when I first began to notice that at intervals 
he would say '*right*^ for "left,^* but sometimes I would 
promptly cali his attention to the mistake while his voice 
was stili in the air. My principal f ear was that, some irre- 
trievable consequence having occurred, the responsibility 
might not be easy to place ; and I prided myself upon un- 
questioning obedience aboard ship. Jack liked that, and 
only once did we personaUy come to grief. It was upon a 
midnight in the Solomon Islands, dark as a hat, and Jack, 
sick and apprehensive, was trying to make out a certain 
plantation anchorage on Guadalcanal. Suddenly, though 
the shore signal lights were identical, he discovered that we 
were almost on the rocks. It eventuated that another plan- 
tation than the one we sought had irresponsibly copied the 
other's lights. I started to put the wheel hard down at 
Jack's swifty tense command. ''Hard down! Hard down! 
qìùcJcI^' he repeated. Then I, like an idiot, ''Oh, I am! 
I ami'' It was too much for the disciplined sailorman. 
Not of babbling courtesies nor babies nor women was 
he thinking, but of saving the vessel that insured the safe» 
ty of aU the souls on board. And I let my own silly, 
mawkish, fever-warped nerves go up against this intellect- 
ually-cool, eflScient manipulating of a real issue. Since 
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Jack never apologìzed f or his sharp reproof , * ^ Obey orders 
and don 't talk back I ' ' I iruly believe that no realization of 
bis barsbness entered tbe mìnd so bent npon a life-and- 
deatb problem. 

No, we did not know the meaning of boredom. And 
** Arendt you glad l'm your husbandt*' Jack would laugh 
over my enthusiasms. Or, tenderly, *^Yon would marry a 
sailor!'* when I floundered into the head-splitting fever 
attacks. But dearest of ali was his assurance, reiterated in 
illness and disconragement : '*You do not know what you 
mean to me. It is like being lost in the Dangerons Archi- 
pelago, and coming into safe harbor at last." 

It is ali a piece of wonder, the sea, to snch as we : stili 
magic of calmSy where one 's boat lies with motionless graoe 
npon a shadow-flecked expanse of mirror; or when one 
langhs in the pelt of warm sea-rain f rom a ragged gray sky 
of clouds ; or peers f or blne-black squalls darkling npon the 
Silver moonlit waves; or lifts pridefnl, fond eyes to the 
small ship 's goodly spars standing fast in a white gale ; or 
gazes in marvel at those same spars lighted to flame by 
the red-gilt moming snnrays from over some green and 
pnrple savage isle f eared of God and man ; or braces to the 
Padfic roUers bowling npon the snrface of the eternai 
nnagitated dbpths; or scans the configuration of coasts 
from inadeqnate charts ; or steers, tense, breathless, throngh 
the gateways of but half-known reef s, into enchanted coral- 
rings below * * the lap of the Line ' ' ; or looks with misleading 
candor into the eyes of man-eating human beings ; or being 
reoeived ashore on scented Polynesian * * f ragments of Para- 
dise ^^ aplume with waving pahns, with brown embraces, into 
the '^high seat of abundance." It is ali wonder and deep 
delight, this ''smoke of life"; and often and often we sur- 
prised ourselves thinking or voidng our pity for the *'vain 
people of landsmen" who bave no care for sudi joys as 
ours. Jack, embodiment of fearlessness, so vivid in 
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thought, and action, and body, was a ringìng ohaUenge 
to any who were not half-dead. 

On November 24, 1907, in 126° 20' W.Lon., 60° 47' N.Lat., 
Jadc wrote George Sterling: 

*'0h, YouGreek:— 

''I haven't received a letter for two months, and two montha 
more will probably elapse bef ore I pick up a mountain of mail in 
Papeete. You know what my mail ia — ^think of foor months of it 
coming in one swat ! 

'^49 days nezt Monday since last saw Hilo and land, and we're 
in the Doldrums now, the Marquesas many hondreds of miles away. 

''Did anybody ever teli you that it's a hard voyage from Hawaii 
to the Marquesas T . . . The South Sea Directory says that the 
whaleship captains doubted if it could be accomplished from 
Hawaii to Tahiti — ^which is much easier than the Marquesas. 
We've had to fight every inch of casting, in order to be able to make 
the islands when we fall in with the S. E. traders. . • . The first two 
we^ out of Hilo we met the N. E. trades well around to the 
cast and even at times a bit north of cast Besult was we sagged 
south (across a westerly current) and made practically no casting 
till we struck the Variables. 

But l'm working every day! 

Say, you 've seen dolphin. Think of catching them on rod 
and reell That's what l'm doing. GeeI You ought to see them 
take the line out (I bave 600 yards on the reel, and need it ali). 
The first one f ought me about twenty minutes, when I hauled him 
to gaff — ^f our f eet six inches of blazing beauty. 

"When they strìke, they run away like mad, leaping into the 
air agaìn and again, prodigiously, and in each mid-leap, shaking 
their heads like young stallions. 

"I find it hard to go to sleep after catching one of them. The 
leaping, blazing beauty of it gets on my brain. 

''I never saw dolphins really until this trip. Pale-blue, after 
being struek, they tum golden. On deck, of course, afterward, 
they run the gamut of color. But in the water, after the first wild 
run, they are pure gold. 

"I am going to write up the voyage of the Bnark and entitle 
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it: 'Around the World with Three Gasoline Engìnes and a 
Wife.' " 

And a {KNstscript: "Talk about luck! I have played poker and 
I bave now lost the ninth successive time, eight out of the nine 
times being the only loser. Tou can't beat that, you ever-blessed 

Qwek! "Wolf." 

In Jack's ten-weeks' mail at Tahiti was a letter fròm 
hia children's mother, announcing her approaching nnp- 
tials. His naturai patemal interest in the prospective step- 
f ather of his two daughters, combined with news of the our- 
rent panie in Wall Street, determined a break in the 8nark 
voyage. We took a thirty-days* round-trip to San Fran- 
ciscOy on the old S.S. Mariposa, whose roomy portholes were 
model for the means of ^^ Martin Eden's" suicide. Once 
more in Tahiti, Jack wrote Cloudesley Johns under date of 
February 17, 1908 : 

"Ohy you can't lose the 8nark. By the time Charmian and I 
bad arrived in Frisco, we were both saying: *Me for the 8nark' 
We were honestly homesick for her. We're a wholc lot safer on the 
Snark than on the streets of San Francisco. Wish, often, that you 
could be with us on some of our jamborees and adventures. We 
sail from bere in several days for Samoa, the Fijiis, New Gale- 
donia, and the Solomons. Have just finished a 145,000 word novel 
that is an attack upon the bourgeoisie and ali that the bourgeoisie 
stands for. It will not make me any friends. [This was "Martin 
Eden".] 

*' 'The Iron HeeP ought to be out by now. I wonder what 
you will think of it. 

' ' Have just finished Austin Lewis ' * American Proletarìat. * It 's 
goodstuff/' 

Somewhere along our gorgepus sea highway, the mail 
brought Jack word of the public 's reception of **The Iron 
HeeI/' which cast him into temporary gloom. 

''Just the same," he burst into his sunny dmckle, ''I 
told the bourgeoisie a thing or two they didn 't know about 
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the way their blessed laws are made !" He ref erred espe- 
cially to the Dick Militia Bill, passed by the Senate in 1903. 
For some reason beat known to the Solons, very few Ameri- 
cana knew of this bill. Practically none bnt the Socialiat 
papera gave it notice. Chapter VHI of **The Iron Heel" 
atarted conaiderable publicity for both hìmaelf and Bepre- 
aentative Dick of Ohio. I have in my band a clipping 
aa late aa February 1917, headed: '^ State Guarda in a 
Dilemma : Dick Bill and National Def enae Act Conflict With 
Some of the Unita. '>' 

Jack, preaaed to relate onr wildeat experiencea in can- 
nibaldom, would aometimea teli the f oUowing : 

^'We had excitement enough, as Gharmian wìll testify; but 
there were no such hah-breadth escapes as that of a mìssionary we 
heard of . This good f ellow was preaching in one of the ìslands 
where man-eatmg is practdsed^ and was captured by a skeptical 
chief . To bis sorprìse, he was ìmmediately released, but on the 
condition that he carry a small sealed packet to a neighborìng 
mountain chief. The mìssionary was so grateful that, meeting a 
detachment of English sailors f rom a battle cruiser, he declined to 
accompany them to a safer territory. The sealed packet should be 
delivered as he had promised. But an officer in the mìdst of the 
discussion opened it. Therein, tucked among some small onions, 
was a message to the chief : 

*' 'The bearer will be delicious with these.' " 

During the apace in time taken up by the Snark epiaode, 
namely between Aprii 1907 and July 1909, Jack London, in 
addition to the adminiatration of ahip'a affaira, recreation, 
Wide reading, aightaeeing, and weeka idle from illneaaea, 
wrote the eqoivalent of more than eight full volumea, aa 
f oUowa : 

**The Cruiae of the Snark, '^ publiahed aerially in The 
Cosmopolitcm and Harper's Weekly. 

** Martin Eden,'* begun in Honolulu in aummer of 1907, 
finiahed at Papeete, Tahiti, February 1908, and aerìal pub- 



ECUADOB; PANAMA; HOME 171 

licatìon commenced in The Pacific MontMtf, of Portland, 

Oregon, in September of same year. 

** Ad venture,'* a novel depicting the manner of life we 

lived ashore in the Solomons. Begun while cruising among 

that Group, and often interrupted f or the writing of timely 

short work. 

** South Sea Tales." These splendid stories, unlike 

the later ones in ''A Son of the Sun,'* were written dur- 

ing the voyage. 

**The House of Pride*' coUection of Hawaii romances. 
* * Buming Daylight. ' ' This novel was started in Quito, 

Ecuador. 

And short stories, later dispersed throughout Ave diff er- 

ent volumes : 

**The Chinago*' (''When God Laughs'') 

**A Piece of Steak'' (*' When God Laughs'O 

*'Make Westing'' C'When God Laughs'') 

*'South of the Slot'' (**The Night-Bom") 

**The Other Animals" (Artide replying to Theodore 

Roosevelt 's attack upon the ** nature fakers," and coUected 

in'* Revolution.") 

''Nothing that Ever Carne to Anything" (**The Human 

Drift.") 

In Australia, Jack, on condition that I should accom- 
pany him, reported the Burns-Johnson prizefight for 
The Star, Sydney, and the New York Herald. He also wrote 
a serìes of artides upon his general locai ìmpressions, as 
well as the labor situation in the Commonwealth from his 
socialist viewpoint. Ali of this work I shall collect at a 
future date for hook publication. 

Jack had much f un over the charge of * ' nature-f aking, ' ' 
inasmuch as it arose over a misreading on the part of the 
President, of the incident, in '*White Fang," of the wolf- 
dog killing the lynx ; whereas Mr. Roosevelt erroneously at- 
tacked the author for having the lynx do away with the dog. 
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It must not be forgotten that throughout the traverse of 
the Pacificy Jack f ailed not in sounding his tnunpet f or the 
brothe'rhood of man. Wherever opportunity presented, he 
either debated, as in Honolulu^ or leotnred, as in Tahiti and 
Samoa, or used his pen when too ili to speak, as in Australia. 

I might mention, if I bave not previonsly done so, that 
Jack was accnstomed, in the course of his literary career, 
to seek perspective npon his plots and motifs before de- 
veloping them on paper; but during the Snark voyage he 
often went at the actnal weaving of a story rather than 
merely filing notes npon it. 

For the benefit of editors and readers who bave sooffed 
at Jack London 's novel **Adventnre'* as an inaccurate, 
over-drawn picture of savagery in the Twentieth Century, 
I select passages from his letter to George Sterling, from 
the Solomon Islands, October 3l, 1908 : 

^'For the last three or four months the Snark has been cruising 
about the Solomons. Thìs is about the rawest edge of the world. 
Head-hunting, cannibaUsm and murder are rampant. Among the 
worst islands of the group, day and night we are never unarmed, 
and night 'watches are necessary. Charmìan and I went on a emise 
on another boat around the island of Malaita. We had a blaek 
erew. The natives we encountered, men and women, go stark 
naked, and are armed with bows, arrows, spears, tomahawks, war- 
elubs and rìfles. (Have Fìji and Solomon war-clubs for you.) 
When ashore we always had armed sailors with us, while the men 
in the whale-boat laid by theìr oars with the bow of the boat pointed 
seaward. We went swìmmiag once in the mouth of a f resh-water 
river, and ali about us in the bush our sailors were on guard, while 
we, when we undressed, left our elothes eonspicuously in one place, 
and our weapons hidden in another, so that in case of surprìse we 
would not do the obvious thing. 

^'And to cap it ali, we got wrecked on a reef. The minute 
before we struck not a canoe was in sight. But they began to 
arrive like vultures out of the blue. Half of our sailors held them 
off with rìfles, while the other half worked to save the vesseL And 
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down on the beach a thoosand bushmen gathered for the loot. 
But they dìdn't get it, nor ub. 

^'Am leaving here in two days to go to Sydney, where I go 
ìnto hospital for an operation. And I bave other afiSictions, from 
a medicai standpoint vastly more serions than the operation. ' ' 

The one and only reason that onr splendid adventure 
terminated in two years ìnstead of aeveny or ten, or un- 
numbered years, was that Jack London 'b snpersensitive or- 
ganìsm prevented. I remember hìm argaing, in Hawaii, 
with Dr. E. S. Goodhue, the point of bis working-pace in 
the tropica. Neither Jack nor I was willing to forego 
any jot of our activity, mental or physical. In the end, 
the nltra-violet rays exacted their toll of bis nervous system, 
as the Doctor had f orewamed. In bis own words : 

''I went to Australia to go into hospital, where I spent Ave 
weeks. [The oi)eration was for a donble-fistnla, caused we never 
knew how.] I spent five months nuserably sick in hotels. The 
mysterions malady that affected my hands was too much for the 
Australìan specialista . • . It eztended from my hands to my 
f eet so that at times I was helpless as a child. On occasion my 
hands were twice their naturai size, with seven dead and dying 
skins peeling off at the same time. There were times when my 
toe-nails, in twenty-fonr hours, grew as thick as they were long. 
After filing them off, inside another twenty-fonr hours they were 
as thick as before. 

''The Australian specialists agreed that the malady was non- 
parasitic, and that, therefore, it must he nervous. It did not mend, 
and it was impossible for me to continue the voyage ... I reasoned 
that in my own dimate of California I had always maintained a 
stable nervous equilibrium. 

''Since my return I bave completely recovered. And I bave 
found out what was the matter with me. I encountered a hook 
by Lieutenant Golonel Charles E. Woodruff of the United States 
Army, entitled 'Effects of Tropical Light on White Men.' Then 
I knew ... In brief , I had a strong predisposition toward the tis- 
sue-destructiveness of tropical light. I was being torn to pieces by 
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the ultra-violet rays just as many ezperimenters with the X-Bay 
have been tom to pieces. 

''In passìngy I may mention that among other afflictions that 
jointly compelled the abandoninent of the voyage, was one that is 
variously called the heaLih/y man's disease, European leprosy, and 
BibUcal leprosy. Unlìke Trt^e leprosy, nothing is known of thìs 
mysterìous malady . . . The only hope the doctors had held out 
to me was a spontaneons cure, and such a cure -was mine." [Thìs 
was simply psoriasis, as known in the United States, for which 
many cures are advertised, but none known that is efficacious.] 

Finally, as a tributo to my own whole-hearted devo- 
tion to the voyage and ali that it meant, Jack offers : 

''A last word : the test of the voyage. It is easy enough for me 
or any man to say that it was enjoyable. But there is a better wit- 
ness, the one woman who made it from beginning to end. In hos- 
pital when I broke the news to Charmian that I must go back to 
California, the tears welled into her eyes. For two days she was 
wrecked and broken by the knowledge that the happy, happy voyage 
was abandoned." 

The venture definitely thrown over, Jack dispersed bis 
crew, laid up the Snark in one of beautiful Sydney Har- 
bor's green crannies, and shipped home our effects. The 
yacht eventually netted less than one-tenth of her originai 
inflated price, and went to trade and recruit in the New 
Hebrides. Jack and I, loath to retrace our way across the 
ocean in conventional mode, watched for chance to ship 
on anything but a passenger Uner. Our luck it was to 
catch, upon extremely short notice, a rusty leviathan of 
a Scotch collier, the Tymeric, Captain Robert McHwaine, 
from Newcastle, N.S.W., to Guayaquil, Ecuador. With 
US saìled Toshimatsu Nakata, the eighteen-year-old, father- 
ly Japanese soul who had joined the Snark as cabin boy 
when we left Hawaii Nakata remained our loving and 
beloved shadow for nìne responsible years; and I feel 
free to assert, for Jack London as well as myself, that 
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when the f aithf ul brown boy carne to marry and resign f rom 
our service at the end of 1915, life never seemed qnite the 
same again. Nakata is since a graduate of the San Fran- 
cisco College of Physicians and Surgeons, and success- 
fnlly wìelds his fashionable forceps in his own offices in 
Honolnln, with two assistants. 

**No man is a hero to his valef was not applicable in 
Jack London 's honsehold. Servants worshiped him, for 
he never tired helping them with his knowledge of ali kinds. 

For nearly three weeks after she stood ont at sea, the 
Tymeric, resembling a log awash, fought a violent gale. I 
was time and again laid low with the terrible Solomon Island 
malaria. Jack and Nakata, snffering only occasionai light 
attacks, nursed me like gentlest women. Jack was espe- 
cially sympathetic in that I was missing the magnificent 
sight, f rom the bridge, of the plunging, snbmerging huU of 
the steamer, which he, **who lived with storms and spaces 
like a kinsman," as some one has aptly said, so reveled in. 
Here is his ref erence to the gale : 

' ' We were a tramp collier, rusty and battered, with six thonsand 
tons of coal in onr hold. Life lines were stretched fere and af t ; 
and on onr weather side, attached to smokestack guyg and rigging, 
were huge rope-nettìngs, hung there for the pnrpose of breaking 
the force of the seas and so saving onr mesfr-room doors. Bnt the 
doors were smashed and the mess-room washed ont just the same. ' ' 

Yet Jack compared ali this as monotonons alongside 
sailing a smaH boat on San Francisco Bay. 

We were forty-three days on this passage, seeing land 
bnt twice, and npon two successive days — ^first, fair Pit- 
caim Island of Bownty fame, on the southemmost edge of 
the farflung Paumotus whose northemmost edge we had 
skirted when westward-bound ; and next, the low isle of 
Ducie, ita tropic scents of blossom and cocoanut bome out 
across the water on the warm breeze. 

Captain Mcllwaine proved a mine of interest to Jack, 
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who wrote a brace of bis most thoughtful stories, '^Samuer' 
and ''The Sea Fanner^' (in ''The Strength of the Strong'*) 
from notes made from the canny skipper 'a yams. I worked 
np a Connty McGee, North of Ireland, vocabnlary f or Jack, 
of ten reporting the quaint speech nnder the table at meals. 
The Skipper caught me at it, I know; but he continned 
generously unabated in reminiscence. 

Here is part of a letter Jack wrote off Pitc|dm Island on 
May 2y to George Sterling : 

"Never you mìnd N and ali the other little bats, bnt go 

on hammering out beauty. If the urge comes from within to write 
propaganda, ali right; otherwifle you violate yourself. There are 
plenty who can do propaganda, but damed few that can create 
beauty. Some day you may see your way to fuse both, but mean- 
while do what you heart listeth. 

" 'Memory' ìs greatl IVe read it aloud a dozen tunes. (You 
should see us, George, when you send us a new poemi We sit 
and read it wìth tears in our eyes 1) '' 

One could draw a sheaf of sketches upon that month in 
Ecuador. We climbed great Chimborazo, twelve thousand 
f eet of its twenty-two thousand, on the wonderf ul American 
railway; thence descended two thousand feet to Quito, 
where, at the Hotel Boyal, over a f ortnight was spent ; and 
before sailing upon the Erica for Panama, friends took us 
alligator-hunting up the Biver Guayas, where Jack, who 
never did anything by halves, laid in a largo snpply of 
salted skìns. 

As to this marvelous country, he over afterward 
raved of its possibilities of agricultural development, and 
adviaed more than one ambitious young man that Ecuador 
would givo him "the chance of bis life.'* 

There are many incidents that throw added light 
upon Jack London 's individuality. Snob as bis indignation 
toward the unfair methods of the bull-ring, as against the 
' ' white-man 's game ' ' of prizefighting — ^his passion leading 
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him to write **The Madness of John Hamed'* (in **Tlie 
Night-Bom'O; aiid his interest, for once, in American 
horse-racing as practised in Quito; and the Latin- Ameri- 
can character as displayed ahont him, in public, and in 
the clubs where he took a look-in at the gambling of 
Ecaadorian gentlemen and their psychology as regarded 
payment of loBses. He was in the best of hnmor for most 
of the sojonm, little troubled with f ever, and spilled some 
of his whimsical disgnst at the nndependableness of Quito 's 
inhabitants in a humorous skit, ^ ' Nothing that Ever Came 
to Anything'* (in **The Hu^ian Drift'O» which is the nar- 
ration of an actual occurrence. 

One sweet manifestation of himself shone out one day 
when I was strolling alone. A spic-and-span Victoria was 
sent ali over the shopping district to find me, because, for- 
sooth, a peddler with her basket of laces had come to our 
rooms, and Jack did not want me to miss her. He hovered 
about the pair of us seated on the floor in a sea of needle- 
work, inciting me to satisfy my craving to the uttermost. A 
day he spent taking me to convents, in search for embroid- 
eries, and joined in a blanket-haggling revel in an old plaza 
— ^brilliant native dyes of hand-loom weaves from Uama 
wool. He did balk, however, at adding a tiny, shìvering 
green monkey to the menage. 

In Panama, a rousing American military Fourth of July 
was f ollowed by a ten days * stay at the Hotel Tivoli, whence 
we explored some of the surrounding country, saw the work 
of the great canal, and shopped in the Chinese stores. And 
I must take space for something that happened on the 
evening of the Fourth. The hotel was jammed, and we 
were obliged to share our small table with an American 
couple. The man appeared to be much the worse for the 
climate, and his wife evidently spent her lif e soothing him 
into a semblance of fitness for association with his kind. 
We extended the ordinary courtesies to them both, but it 



178 THE BOOK OF JACK LONDON 

was no use. After the man had sourly dedined several 
things passed him, suddenly, to Jack, he bnrst : 

**I don't want anything from youl'* 

Jack galped. I went chili, as when Manyoungi had in- 
vìted destruction, biit agaìn misjndged my man. Instead 
of blowing np as the terrified woman expected, Jack tnmed 
to her, and qnietly, wìthont interruption, at length and sans 
haste, told her exactly what he thought of her husband and 
how sorry he was f or her. The poor lady, already blanched 
and wilted, never raised her eyes nor opened her lips. Nor 
did her companion. They presently rose and left the table. 

**I conldn't help it/' Jack apologized to me. **I was 
sorry f or her, and I did her a service, I do believe — just in 
telling her, before him, what a skunk he is !" 

I never saw Jack sndte anybody except with a tongue- 
lashing; and, so far as I know, during our years together 
he never but once struck a man. 

We saiied from Colon on the Turrialba f or New Orleans. 
My temperature on the day of arrivai, if memory serves, 
was 104°, and I continued for a year to suffer intermittent 
attacks of malaria. But Jack, again in bis home-land, soon 
had cast ali trace of fever, as well as of psoriaris, forever 
into the discard. 

From New Orleans to Oakland bis return was hailed 
by the newspapers, and reporters boarded the train at a 
number of towns. We stopped over but once, at the Grand 
Canon of the Colorado, where we found ourselves hospit- 
ably entertained by the Manager of the Hotel El Tovar and 
bis wife, Mr. and Mrs. Brandt, as guests of the proprietor, 
Mr. Fred Harvey. On July 24, 1909, we were once more 
at home in Wake Robin Lodge. 
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VBTXmS FBOM 8NABK VOYAOE; A DATTOHIEB IB BOBK 

Bnd— 1909-1910 

HOMECOMING, after twenty-seven months of absence, 
was not the least of onr enviable experiences. There 
was so much to see and do. The great stone barn was 
completedy roofed with red Spanish tile, and sheltered, 
besides hòrses and yehìcles^ ali of onr magnificent collection 
of Sonth Sea cnrios. Concemìng this small mnsenm, mnch 
mirth had escaped from the Cnstom Honse into the press 
as to its vaine in dollars and cents. Jack's ''declaration'* 
had perf orce been conched entirely in tenns of stick-tobacoo, 
which had been the sole medinm of exchange with the sav- 
ages of Melanesia. 

Then Bandi improvements were to be inspected, to- 
gether with the modest increase in stock — colts and calves, 
chickens, dncks, and pigeons. Most exciting of ali, my 
Aunt, as Jack's agent, had added to onr possessions the 
tiny **Fish Ranch '* and the La Motte hnndred and thirty 
acres adjoining Wake Robin, as well as a broad strip con- 
necting the same with the Hill property — Jack's *'Beanty 
Ranch. ' ' There was bnt one fly in the ointment as regarded 
the new acqnisition. Certain men had so condncted nego- 
tiations as to leave Jack's agent in ignorance of a serions 
drawback to ownership of the land: upon it rested a thir- 
teen-year lease of a valnable pit which fnmished day for 
the Glen EUen brickyard. This was not so bad in itself , bnt 
the lease also covered standing timber, which mìght be out 
at any time by the lessees for nse in the brick-kiln fnmaces. 

179 
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Jack, in the face of unalterable drcumstances, naturally 
made the most of the fact that he was entitled to '^ten 
eents a yard^' for ali day hauled down hill, and in course 
of time netted a tidy snm which, I must insert, did not com- 
pensate him for the annoyance of a dusty, rutted right-of- 
way over his land, to say nothing of the Constant reminder, 
whenever plodding teams and creaking loads in clonds of 
dust crossed his vision, of the dishonest dealings of his f el- 
low men. The nuisance was bef ore long abated, and finally 
ceased altogether, for the brickyard went out of business 
previous to ita requirement of any firewood from the La 
Motte land. It may interest travelers to know that the 
hoUow brick used in the beautiful Hotel Oakland, in Jack's 
home town, was made at Glen EUen from material mined 
on the Jack London Ranch. 

Meanwhile, nothing daunted, Jack, with f abulous f orests 
in his far-seeing eye, had hesitated not to set out 15,000 
baby eucalyptus trees, bought from Stratton's in Petaluma, 
trying out their vitality on the most impoverished section of 
the La Motte holding. 

My perspective of the latter months of 1909, from our 
return in mid- July on into the winter, is not one of unalloyed 
pleasure. For exuberance in our general happy estate was 
sorely tempered by anemia and sporadic attacks of the vi- 
cious malaria that so impaired my usef ulness, as well as any 
fair quaUties I may bave possessed as hostess. And from 
the first week. Jack and I were not for a day without guests. 
HospitaUty is a beautiful thing in itself ; but I leave to the 
reader my frame of mind, when time and again I was 
obliged to lie up for days, my work going behind, and, 
not the least of my troubles, the pitiable effect this helpless- 
ness worked in Jack. Whenever anything interfered with 
**the Cheery One's** cheeriness, Jack, under no matter what 
merry dissembling, was lamentably at outs with existence. 

Despair seemed to reach its height when during the 
duck season, I had to remain home from a long-oontem- 
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plated yachting trip up-river which was to include a 
house-gaesty Louis Angastin, from Canada^ and the Steri- 
ings. Only at the last moment did I give in, and keep to 
my bed. This emise was made in a rented sloop, PhyUis, 
and lasted f or several weeks. Jack was not well, and re- 
tnmed quìte ili, but was soon himself . In the interim, I 
had patronized Burke's Sanitarium for a week — a lovely 
Mecca in onr own county, administered by a noble man, Mr. 
J. P. Bnrke — ^and f elt greatly improved. Burke 's, by the way, 
had formerly been Altruria, a cooperative colony of charm- 
ing idealists, where I had spent more than one vacation, 
going about the country on horseback for a month at a time. 

But far be it from me to draw a veil of gloom over 
that summer and autumn. There was ampie joie du vivre 
sprinkled throughout. Jack's work was as always the sus- 
taining anchor for us both. * * Buming Daylight, ' ' the novel 
commenced in Quito, Ecuador, was duly **signed, sealed, 
and delivered'* unto the New York Herald, where it ap- 
peared serially, and was pubUshed by Macmillans in the 
fall of 1910. And Jack wrote one short manuscript beside, 
on a request to describe the most dramatic moment of bis 
life. This is entitled **That Dead Men Rise Up Never*' (in 
**The Human Drift"), a ghost-story founded upon bis ex- 
perience aboard the Sophie Sutherland, from which I bave 
made quotation in an early chapter. 

A short-story collection, **Lost Face,'* and the novel 
^^ Martin Eden," which has helped shape the purposes of so 
many, were the two volumes brought out in 1909. There was 
almost universal protest from readers of this novel as to 
its author's wìsdom in killing off the hero. Jack held that 
Martin, robbed both of love and of pleasure in bis too-hard- 
won fame, and finding no faith in bis fellow man to sus- 
tain him in bis loneliness, had nothing left to do, logically 
and artistically, but terminate a life that had become a 
burden. ** Which is where Martin Eden and I differed,'* 
Jack smiled contentedly. * ^ To be sure, when my own battio 



182 THE BOOK OF JACK LONDON 

was won, I had little use for the spoils, so far as fame went; 
but I did not beoome self-centered. I solaced myself with 
warm interest in my kind, and I did find love — ^which is bet- 
ter than ali. ' ' Whereupon, he presented his wif e with the 
first copy in band, in which he had generously written: 
* * You see, Martin Eden did not bave you ! ' ' 
Here is a letter, dated Aprii 26, 1910, to one Lillian Col- 
lins whOy neglecting to leave a forwarding address, never 
carne into possession of Jack's argoment in answer to ber 
protest : 

**In reply to your good Iettar of Aprì! 22. I don't know 
whether to take it as an unconscions compliment to me, or as a 
subtle compliment to me. I quote from your Iettar: 'Ha "was not 
physically able to defend himself. He was heartsick; the nerves 
of action paralyzed by anormous strain, the power to weigh and 
anal3rze, compara and salect, sabmergad under an overwhelming 
sanse of loss.' 

''From tha foregoing, and much more that you bava said in your 
lattar, you point out to ma that I did succaad in showing tha in- 
evitablenass of his daath. I was no mora traacharous to Martm 
Eden than lif a is traacharous to many, many man and women. Tou 
continually point out to ma whare I took unfair advantagas of 
Martin Eden, 'cramming his nawly awakanad mind with abstraction 
which his cruda mantal procassas wara not able to assimilata.' 
Oranted; but do not forgat that this was MT Martin Eden, and 
that I manufacturad him in this very particular, precise and pa- 
cullar fashion. Having dona so, his untimaly and is accounted for. 
Bemambar that ha was MY Martin Eden, and was made by me in 
this fashion. Ha certainly was not the Martin Eden that you 
would bave mada. I think tha disagraemant between you and me 
lies in that you confuse my Martin Eden with your Martin Eden* 

"Tou say: 'I look upon Martin Eden's aelfish individuaUsm 
as a crudity adharing from tha boy's aarly habits of lif e — a lack of 
perspactive which tima and a widar horizon would corract.' And 
you complain bacausa ha diad. Tour point is that if I had lat him 
live, ha would bave got out of ali this slough of daspond. Again, 
to maka a simile which I know will be distasteful to you, let me 
point out that the case is exactly parallel with that of a beanti- 
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fui young man, with the body of an Adonis, who cannot swìm, 
who ìs thrown ìnto deep water, and who drowns. You cry ont, 
Give the young man time to leam to swìm while he is drownìng, and 
he will not drown, but will win safely to shore. And the qneer 
thmgy revertìng to the originai proposition, is, that you yonrself, 
in sharp, definite terms, point out the very reasons why Martin 
Eden couldn't swim, and had to drown. 

''Tou teli me that I asserted that love had tricked and failed 
Martin Eden, and that yon know better and that I know better. 
On the contrary, from what I know of love, I believe that Martin 
Eden had his first big genuine love when he fell in love with 
Ruth, and that not he alone, but that eountless millions of men 
and women, have been tricked in one way or ànother in similar 
fashion. However, you are unfair in taking such an assertion 
and making the sweeping generalization that I deny ali love and 
the greatness of ali love. 

'^Then, it is an endless question. I don't think you and I 
have so much of a quarrel over Martin Eden as we have on account 
of our different interpretations of life. Your temperament and 
your training lead you one way — ^mine lead me another way. I 
think that right there is the explanation of our difference. 
Thanking you for your good letter, 

Sincerely yours/' 



To one who had interpreted Martin Eden as a Socialista 
Jack wrote : 

"Contrary to your misinterpretation, Martin Eden was not a 
Socialist. On the contrary, I drew him a temperamental, and, 
later on, an intellectual Individualist. So much was he an In- 
dividualist, that he characterized your kind of Individualism as 
half-baked Socialism. Martin Eden was a proper Individualist 
of the extreme Nietzschean type." 

As for public appearances in 1909, Jack read ''The 
Anaateur M. D./' (from ''The Cruise of the Snark'*) in 
Oakland, before the Bice Institute in Old Beliance Hall; 
and he spoke a number of times, bere and there, on other 
phases of the Snark voyage. Once he lectured in San Fran- 
cisco for the Socialists in Dreamland Bink. 
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^^Among those presenf at Wake Robin Lodge that fall 
were the SterUngs; Jack's old friend Frank Atherton; 
Cloudesley Johns and his bride ; **Lem'' Parton, anthor and 
editor; Mrs. Lucy Parsons, a plucky widow of the Hay- 
market tragedy in Chicago ; ** A No. 1,*' the engaging gentle- 
man-tramp who left his picturesque **monaker^* carved on 
the Lodge veranda as well as along the railroad route to 
Glen Ellen, on which he ^^beat" his passage; and Emma 
Goldman and Dr. Ben Beitman, who, with friendly naìvete, 
tried to divert Jack f rpm his socialism, which they derided, 
toward their nnconstructive anarchism, at which he jeered, 
while not depreciating their martyr-sincerity and courage- 
ons, if (to him) misgaided sacrifices. Of these and some 
others he later said: ^'The anarchists whom I know are 
dear, big souls whom I like and admire immensely. But 
they are dreamers, ideaUsts. I believe in law . . , you can 
see it in my books — ^all down in black and white. ' ' I bave 
more to say about this when presently drawing together 
the threads of Jack 's lif e near its dose. 

And in his two or three days' entertainment of this 
woman and man, one of whom during the Great War fell 
into such evil fortune, he argued seriously as little as pos- 
sible, devoting himself to laughing at and with them, and 
playìng juvenile pranks. One of these was the placing 
at Dr. Beitman's piate of an attractive little red hook, 
hearing the title *'Four Weeks, a Loud Book.** The 
guest, somewhat of a joker himself, met his Waterloo at 
Jack's hands. For when, the hook opened, it exploded with 
loud report, *'Never,'' Jack would laugh in retrospect, **did 
any one jump so high as that red anarchist ! He must bave 
thought it was a bomb, for he went positively green. He 
has the soni of a child — ^they're such soft people, anarchists, 
when it comes to actual violence — and when they do try it, 
they usually make a mess of it because they 're dreamers and 
haven't leamed practical brass-tack ways of doing the very 
things they so vehemently preach." 



A DAUGHTER IS BORN 185 

The ordinary camp recreations prevailed; and Jack, 
tipon which tenderf oot, during the establishing of himself 
as a farmer, certain unreliable or unsound horseflesh was 
pahned off by traders for substantial retums, spent much 
time, that year and the next, subduing the creatures to bis 
wilL I was often worried when he failed to report for the 
evening meal and for hours afterward. After I had satis- 
fied myself, from repeated successes, of bis prudence and 
wisdom in forestalling the scant and often addled gray- 
matter of our equine friends, I said, perbaps carelessly: 

*'I don't worry about you any more when you are out 
with your incorrigible borsesP' 

For once onr mental lines were orossed« Jack looked as 
puzzled and grieved as an abandoned child. I hastened to 
ezplain the reason for my lightened emotions — confidence in 
bis methods; whereupon he was as prond as he had been 
taken aback and hnrt. It was not whoUy true — ^my fiat state- 
ment that I had ceased to worry, There could not fail to be 
an undercurrent of apprehension, while an occasionai minor 
acddent, that left its scar npon my man, or fnrther dis- 
qnalified delicate ankle or wrist, prevented my nerves from 
becoming nnresponsive. 

How he gloried in it ali — ^how he beamed and fairly 
quivered with achievement when, say, he had, with months 
of patient ^^stayìng with it,'* begoiled spidery little Fleet 
from ber castom of bolting downhill with nose high in air to 
the detriment of ali control ; or bis excasable bragging when, 
for fifteen hnndred miles, he drove the notorions ontlaw, 
Gert, as wheeler in our four-in-hand — ^she who had broken 
the spirit of every owner who had tried to bang hamess 
upon ber rebellious frame. 

When, by Christmas of 1909, there was no doubt that, 
barring mishap, June sbould crown our enduring love with 
parenthood, our happiness was boundless. Jack was a new 
man — ^all himself and something ineffably more. It showed 
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in his every look, the touch of his hands, the vibration of 
his voice, When the latest volume, *' Revolution,'' carne in 
the sprìng, this is what he wrote in the fly-leaf : 

* * My Mate- Woman : 

"Noi that I shall be able to teli you anything about revolu- 
tion — ^you, who in a few short weeks from now, will be prime mover 
in tummg our Wake Robin household upside down with the most 
delicious and lovable revolution that we can ever hope to experi- 
ence. 

''Mate Man. 

Wake Robin Lodge, 
Aprii 24, 1910." 

Always I shall cherish, I think above ali others, the 
memories of those months. Never had I been so joyful, nor 
60 strong. It seems as if ali nature with lavish hands con- 
tributed to the making of the perf ect cfaild I desired and 
bore. ''How the birds do sing and shout I" raves my diary. 
<< — ^meadow-larks, blue-jays, orioles, linnets and wild can- 
aries bickering at bath and play ; gentle mouming-doves at 
twilight ; chattering, whirring quail in the warm woods, and 
quaint little owls calling by night.*' And '*Such flowered 
fields I never sawl" Not the least of our blisses was wan- 
dering in the eucalyptus ''forest,*' not yet knee-high, dream- 
ing of when they should some day be over our heads on 
horse-back. *'They*ll only be a few months older than our 
boy I ' ' Jack would say. 

We did not stay strictly at home, but hamessed young 
Maid and Ben in our light, yellow-wheeled run-about, packed 
writing materials and toilet artides, and drove f or a week at 
a time about the country, stopping over wherever it looked 
good to US. **We three,'* Jack, at this sweetest height of 
living, would breathe leaning to my willing ear as the bays 
forged up mountainsides or dropped into the exquisite val- 
leys. I bave set down these words of his on an Aprii 
moming: **Wife, little mother, sweetheart — ^I cannot ex- 
press the love I f eel f or you these days ! ' * 
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One night we spent in Petaluma, and attended a per- 
formance by an ali bnt stranded company of itinerant play- 
ers. * * Teli you what, Mate Woman — if you 're game f or it, ' ' 
Jack whisperedy ' ' let me send word behind f or them ali to 
join ns at supper,'' 

It was done. The affair carne off. The troupe looked 
hungry, but partook sparingly of a very good repast, as 
if hesitating to divulge their chronic emptinesa. Jack 
was ali keyed up to order cocktails, wine, champagne, 
anything to put them at their ease ; but one spoke f or light 
beer, and the rest, every soul of them, insisted upon milk. 

Another joumey was to Carmel-by-the-Sea, where we 
were guests of the George Sterlings. 

There is a remark in the diary conceming lack of exdte- 
ment in passing through the tail of Halley's Comet. 

Ernest Untermann, socialista author, painter, and per- 
haps best known as translator of Karl Marx, spent some 
time at Wake Robin, while other friends came and went. 
Eliza Shepard, with her boy Irving, had come to live in 
the little Fish Ranch house, under what, we always main- 
tained, was the biggest madrono in California; and Eliza 
shortly began to assist Jack in the business of the ranch, 
attending to accounts and '^overhead." For in May we 
had swelled our estate by the seven hundred acres of the 
Kohler property, and Jack needed such aid in carry- 
ing out his headful of ambitions. '^He's burgeoning with 
ali sorts of happiness," my journal recalls, **with love of 
the land, with his new mare, Gert the Outlaw — why, his eyes 
glisten when he speaks of her; and with life and its 
promises." In my copy of **Theft," a play he wrote for 
Olga Nethersole that spring, but which was never acted, he 
inscribed : 

*'Dear My- Woman: 

' ' How our days continue to grow fuller and sweeter I 

' ' Tour Lover-Man. * * 
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Speaking of ''Theft,'' this time Jack considered he had 
written a fairly good play; but it went the rounds of the 
dramatic agencies in New .York without being placed — 
this after Miss Nethersole had decided against it. Besides 
^^Thefty" in the first half of 1910, Jack commenced a fan- 
tastic piece of long fiction, '^The Assassination Bureau." 
This, interrupted by the death of the baby, he never fin- 
ished. Only death itself, it would seem, conld compel that 
man to stay bis band. It is noteworthy that bis only nn- 
completed work is this *'The Assassination Bureau,'* and 
the novel left less than half finished when he himself went 
**into the dark.»' 

A short Klondike story, **The Night-Bom,*' was also 
written that spring, and *'The Human Drift,*' a synthesis 
of years of research into the great developing forces in 
human bistory. 

How much one can live through — ^physically, mentally — 
and splendidly recover f rom ! The baby was bom upon high 
noon of Sunday, June 19, in an Oakland hospital In my 
little old record I read : ' ' Then came on the terrible hours, 
when Jack helped me, breathed with me, loved me and 

praised me '* **We named ber Joy, Mate and I.'' She 

was a beautiful baby, they told me, ali who saw ber. I was 
so near to fading out that I f eared my strength would fail 
through sheer emotion if I looked at the little soul imtil I 
had had time to gather my forces; so they carried 
ber away. When Eliza had come from Glen EUen at Jack's 
bidding, she f ound bim so radiant with relief after bis own 
sbarp strain, so excited telling ber of the small one 's fair 
skin and gray eyes, ''Just like Mate's and mine. Anglo- 
Saxon through and through I" that she had difficulty in 
leaming whether he was father to a son or a daughter. 
The fact that he had prayed for a boy was f orgotten in the 
larger matter of a living, breathing child of whichever sex. 
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What he said was : **Boy or girl, it does n't matter — so long 
as it's Charmian'sI'' 

Poor little Joy! The severity of her birth, conpled 
wìth certain unwìsdom, or ignorance, in the handling of the 
same, within thirty-eight honrs had cost her life. ^'A per- 
fect child,'' they said, after those perfeot months that went 
into the creation of her. I go on f rom some notes headed 
*' First Thoiights'\' **He carne to me, and Eliza, and, one 
on either side my bed, Mate told me with a brave, bright 
face. And I did not make it harder for him than I could 
help. But ohi the pity of iti Onr own baby, our little 
danghter, onrs, onr Joy-Baby, only thirty-eight honrs old — 
gone in the twilight of the moming. ' ' 

The New York Herald had long ahead engaged Jack to 
write np the Jeffries- Johnson prizefight, wherever it shonld 
be staged, together with ten days* observation, previons to 
the big event, of the contestants ' camps. Jack was no more 
loath to break bis pledge than I to bave him ; and it was with 
great satisfaction to me, for one, that I was prononnced 
out of danger f rom a slight operation, and that Jack conld 
go away withont apprehension. The prospective scene of 
the fight had been moved over California several times, and 
finally settled npon Beno, Nevada, so I conld not see my 
hnsband for the best part of two weks. He departed Jnne 
22, and sent me daily ^^Lettergrams." On the moming of 
the fight, he wired : * * I wish yon were by my side to-day. * ' 

It was reported, I am reminded by news dippings of 
that month, that ^' Jack London lost heavily on the Beno 
fight. ' ' But this could not be, since he laid but a few doUars 
at most, and a hat, a dinner, and so f orth. 

And now, an episode, further to make dear Jack Lon* 
don's reactions to the corrupt injustices that may surround 
such a man: 

Having fortified myself against shock by determining 
not to be shocked by anything, if I would live, on the third 
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moming after the baby carne I received in quiet the spec^ 
tacle of my handsome husband with one large optic neatly 
dosed and plastered with what appeared to be pink paint. 

To my studiedly cahn and interested inquiry, he frankly 
told me **all about it.'* I give the f acts as he related them: 

Leaving me the day before, after breaking the baby's 
death, he had gone into Oakland 's business center to at- 
tend to final arrangements for his Beno joumey. Winding 
up at the barber'Sy he then strolled, miserable and grieving^ 
down Broadway. 

''You know how I hate walking," he broke in. **And I 
usually seem to get into trouble when I do walk! I swear 
I il never walk again. Listen to what happened : * ' 

Noticing, in the Windows of the Oakland Tribune office, 
a display of an *'Autobiography of Jeffries,'* he bonght 
several copies, thinking to pass them along to other cor- 
respondents at Beno. Continuing, absorbed in the mom- 
ing 's disaster to our hopes, he became aware that he had 
strayed into old haunts, down around Webster and Eighth 
and Ninth streets — ^in his boyhood a respectable residential 
neighborhood, but now infested with Ohinese ganxbling 
houses. 

As he went along, ponderìng the great change, he saw 
an American saloon, and near its main entrance a smaller 
door that suggested ingress to its lavatory. Entering, he 
fonnd himself in a narrow passage-way, terminating in a 
large room behind the barroom proper, and evidently a 
night resort, judging from the tables and chairs. What ap- 
peared to be two lavatory doors were at the farther end, 
opening ont of a short hall that led into stili another apart- 
ment, where a lowering figure sat eating alone. 

Jack, with a salutation to which the other growled 
something he did not hear, opened a door and passed 
through. Before he had time to shut it behind him, the 
man had thrust his f oot inside, threateningly ordering him 
out. 
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"I believe he thought I was there to post on bis walls 
some of the gaudy literature I had under my arm," Jack 
told me. ' * At any rate, I was not in the mood f or trouble, 
especìally in snch cramped space, and spoke in a conciliatory 
way while I got into the big room and made for the passage 
out, ìntending to escape as quick as God wonld let me. I 
knew bis kind, and wanted none of him. And I thought of 
you, and of my promise to the New York Herald.*^ 

What next took place — the man's nnprovoked attack, 
Jack's scientific staUing, never striking a blow, the ap- 
pearance from the barroom of an audience of pasty-faced 
night-birds who came to look on, and bis difficulty, once he 
had worked bis way to the Street, of getting an officer to con- 
sent to arrest the dive-keeper — ali this he has grapbically 
described in a short story, **The Benefit of the Doubf 
(in volume ''The Night Boni''). 

What he did not include in the story was that it tumed 
out that the Hebrew police judge who dared to sit on the 
case, was in truth owner of the resoti. Jack leamed of 
this tbrougb a letter from a well-wishing stranger, who sug- 
gested he look up the records. When Eliza went to do this, 
every obstacle was put in ber way ; but sbe prevailed, and 
ber homecoming with the notes sbe had made was an occa- 
sion for triumphant celebration in the London bousebold. 

The reporters, as always paid to '*give Jack Lon- 
don the worst of it wberever possible, * * hinted at the vilest 
construction upon bis presence in the low resort. The San 
Francisco Bvlletm account was the most decent — ^because, 
according to Joseph Noel, in charge of the Oakland office, 
he offered to tbrow up bis position rather than distort bis 
friend 's account of the one-sided scrìmmage. 

Jack was keen for the trial, but got it postponed until 
after the Beno prizefight. Never bave I seen him so cut 
up as when the Judge dismissed the case, giving both com- 
plainants **the benefit of the doubt,'' as faithfuUy told 
in the story of that name. And the exasperating newspaper 
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lie as to bis shaking hands with the dive-proprietor and 
their **departiiig for the nearest saloon,'* is as accurately 
recorded. 

Jack worked off, in the fiction, a f antastic revenge. The 
eastem weekly's editor, before accepting the yam, made 
snre through the author that he would not be liable for 
libel. Qnite difFerent from bis usnal eventual tolerance, 
Jack never f orgave the Hebrew Judge. * * Some day, some- 
wbere, I am going to *get* bim,'* he would say at long inter- 
vals. ^'I sball watch bim ali years, and some time, wben 
he least looks for it, I sball get bim. I don 't know just how 
— ^perbaps it will be in tbwarting bis dearest ambition ; but 
mark my words, I intend to get bim. ' ' Jack 's countenimce, 
no matter how one sympathized with bis viewpoint, was not 
good to look upon at sucb a time. But bis cards were played 
squarely, as always, face up on the table. He sent the f ol- 
lowing open letter (I typed it for bim during convalescence) 
to the newspapers of San Francisco and Oakland, the same 
post carrying a copy to the magistrate that he might be pre- 
pared for the writer's deadly interest in bim: 

^^Some day, somewhere, somebow, I am going to get 
you legally, never fear. I sball not lay myself open to the 
law. I know nothing about your past. Only now do I begin 
to interest myself in your past, and to keep an eye on your 
future. But get you I will, some day, somebow, and I sball 
get you to the full hilt of the law and the legai procedure 
that obtains among allegedly civilized men. ' ' 

One day, long af terward, out of a sudden whimsey, Jack 
had bis sister telepbone to arrange an interview for bim in 
the office of that grafting judicator. ''Oh, I intend no 
violence, ' * he allayed my start ; * * I just want to teli bim a 
^few.' " But the otber had hastily pleaded an ìmminent 
and important engagement elsewbere. Jack died unavenged, 
unless the Judge 's conscience, or fear of bis enemy, were 
punishment enougb. 

It was mainly grit that carrìed Jack through the Beno 
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period. He was miserably ili, probably f rom the effects of 
the Mnldowney struggle, and coughed exhanstingly. 

The fiasco of the fight did not ìmprove his spirita — 
**It wasn't a fight, *' he wrote me, *'It was awful.*' 

Once back in Oakland, and the aftemoons with me in 
hospital resnmed, he told me he was having his spntnm ex- 
amined for traces of tuberculosis, for he was thoronghly 
alarmed at the obstinacy of the racking congh and soreness 
in his chest. With our castomary rebonnd from carking 
care, the battered pair of ns lost no time maMng tentative 
arrangements for a lengthy sojoum in high, dry Arizona, 
and presently were ali alive with the details of eqnipment, 
saddles, dothing, books — and work! The analysis of the 
sputnm bronght to light no evidence of active **T.B.,'* al- 
thongh a scar that was located in Jack's bronchial tissue 
proved his own diagnosis not without f oundation. 

**Well, that settles our Arizona vacation,'' he smiled 
over a momentary regret. 

Another hospital memory is the day Jack said to me: 

^^I went last night to the Maodonongh to see the De Mille- 
Belasco production of * The Woman. ' And take it from me, 
my dear — that play never would have been written if I had 
notwritten^Theft' 

I made him return to his Banch and his writing, while 
I devoted every atom of energy to recuperating. In a letter 
of July 24, he begs me to **Come home right away; 1*11 cut 
out the Jinks this year if you will • • . I read your * First 
Thoughts ' and two of your later letters, to Eliza last night ; 
and both she and I were in tears. ' ' 

But it was more than six weeks from June 19, before I 
was fit to travel. It was a deep obligation I put upon my- 
self , then as ever, to take the best care of my health, that I 
might be ^'on deck" as much as possible. Jack's content 
depended so vitally upon the brightness of his household. 

The first day that I was able to mount a docile borse, 
Jack, bestriding his cheerf ul outlaw, led me from the idyllic 
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site on the Beauty Ranch where we had decided to build, 
into the f orested ravine of Asbury Creek. To my aston- 
ished exclamation at sight of a new brìdle trail engineered 
upon ita precipitous sides, he answered : 

^'It's the ^Chamiiaii Trail/ Sweetheart, and I saved it 
f or a surprìse. ' ' 

From that time on, similar trail-maMng was oontinnally 
in progress, until there carne to be miles of these green zig- 
zags within the boundaries of the Jack London Ranch, 
opening np breath-taking views of the snrronnding valleys 
and monntains. 

In addition to ^'The Benefit of the Doubt,'' the author, 
not yet in humor, from bis aggregation of past troubles, to 
settle down to sustained effort, tnmed out some light 
stnflf — ^an airplane story, **Winged BlackmaiP'; "Bnnches 
of Knuckles," containing a oonversation, with a skipper, 
just as I had heard it aboard the Snark; ** When the World 
Was Young,*' with a double-personality motif. Then he 
penned what he called a pictnre, or, rather, two successive 
pictnres, entitled * * War, ' ' which he deemed one of bis gems ; 
and the story ^ ' To Kill a Man, ' ' which he also greatly liked. 
Ali the foregoing are bound in ^*The Night Bom," 

**Told in the Drooling Ward,*' a delightful study of the 
amiable egotism of a high-class idiot's psychology, bnt 
which Jack had difficolty in selling, was anotìier 1910 pro- 
duction; also *'The Hobo and the Fairy,'* a dainty and 
wholesome tale, both of which will be found in **The Turtles 
of Tasman. ' ' 

While in Oakland, Jadt had been called upon by **Bob'* 
Fitzsimmons and bis wif e, Julia, and f or their use in vaude- 
ville he wrote a rather inconsequential skit, ^^The Birth 
Mark,^' which appears in *'The Human Driff The Fitz- 
simmonses visited us the first week in September, and * * Bob, * ' 
to the Joy of Glen Ellen, forged a mighty horseshoe in the 
village smithy, which adoms a door f rame of our cottaga 
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Next was began ^^The Abysmal Brute/' hardly more 
than a long-short story, but subsequently pnblished as a 
novelette — ^a deanly conceived bit of propaganda f or the 
purif yìng of the prize-ring. Bef ore the year was out, Jack 
had made a start on a series of a dozen Alaskan yams, 
which are btiilt axound the centrai figure of ^' Smoke 
BeUew/' 

Very little publio speaking was heard from him that 
year — ^a Memorial Day address in Sonoma, a leoture in Oak- 
land, and another, in December, in the Auditorium Annex at 
Page and Fillmore Streets, San Francisco, in protest at the 
current murders of educators and reformers in Russia, in 
Japan, and, in particular, Spain's inexcusable execution of 
Francisco Ferrer. 



CHAPTER XXXm 



YACHT ^^BOAMEB'' 



The Bnd of 1910 



AT lasty at lasty Jack's search for a suitable inland yacht 
ended in mid-October, when a friend discovered for 
sale the thirty-foot yawl, Roamer, once the fast sloop Iris. 
A personal try-out convinced us of her eminent qualifica- 
tions, despite her ripe years which were romored to be at 
least forty. We schemed a better galley for'ard, installed 
a little coal-stove for winter wannth and cooking, and 
had the hnll and rìgging overhanled. 

Por it was meant that I, from my salt heredity, and 
practice both before and after marrìage, should be Jack's 
trae shipmate. None so keenly as I, perhaps, can appredate 
his own wordsy wrìtten on board the Roamer in Sonoma 
Creeky the next spring: 

''Once a sailor, always a sailor. The savonr of the salt never 
gtales. The sailor never grows so old that he does net care to go 
back for one more wrestlìng bout with wind and wave. I live 
beyond sight of the sea. Yet I can stay away from it only so long. 
After several months bave passed, I begin to grow restless. I find 
myself day-dreaming over hicidents of the last cruise, or wonder- 
ing if the striped bass are running on Wingo Slough, or eagerly 
reading the newspapers for reports of the first northem flight of 
ducks. And then, snddenly, there is a horried packing of soit- 
cases and overhauling of gear, and we are off for Vallejo where 
the little Roamer lies, waiting, always waiting, for the skiff to 
come alongside, for the lighting of the fire in the galley-stove, for 
the pnUing off of gaskets, the swinging up of the mainsail, and the 
rat-tat-tat of the reef-points, for the heaving short and the break- 
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ing outy and f or the twìrlìng of the wheel as she fiUs away and 
heads np Bay or down." 

With Nakata and the cook, Yamamoto (an intelleotnal 
socialist later abetracted back to bis native islands by the 
long arm of the Mikado), we set sail on October 17, from 
Oakland, across the Bay of San Francisco, *'than which,'' 
to quote my captain, **no lustier, tougher sheet of water 
can be found for small boat sailing,'' for an up-river emise. 

Two days earlier I had found upon my desk a f resh, sky- 
blue volume entitled *'Buming Daylight,'' into which Jack 
had woven so much of our daily blessedness. This is the 
inscription : 

''À sweet land. Mate Woman, an almighty sweet htnd you and 
I bave chosen — our Valley of the Moon, 

"Your Own Man, 

"Jack London/' 

My old, old dream come true — ^to see with Jack this stage 
of bis youthful perf ormanoes I He looked much like bis 
piratical early self, I fancy, in blue dungaree and the time- 
bonored *Ham*' pulled down, with a handful of curls, over 
bis sailor-blue eyes that roved incessantly for changes and 
found comparatively few. I had the privilege, at Vallejo 
near the yacht dub, of seeing the meeting between Jack and 
an old crony or two— as Cbarley Le Grant, so often men- 
tioned in **Tales of the Pish PatroP'; and anotber time, 
threading Sonoma Creek's delta of sloughs to the tuneful 
sound of blackbirds ' throats, into our own valley within eye- 
reach of our own mountain fastnesses, to Jack's unbounded 
delight we came upon a venerable, rickety little French 
Frank of Idler memory, keeper of a duck-hunting club 
shack. Debonair and gallant Frank stili was, thougb ali bis 
jealous fires and furies had long since been drawn. And 
ludicrousiy tactful was be, before **Jack*s lady," in refer- 
ences to the wild 'QOs be and the lady's busband had shared 
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in commoiL Having oonvinoed him I was no ogress his 
tongue loosened in spicy reminiacenoe, abetted by a bottle 
of red wine. 

Wbat a blissfnl passage it was, this first Roamer voy- 
age^ only to be surpassed by the seoond and the third, and 
so on. '^Snarkmg once more,'' Jack named it; honeymoon- 
ing npon the face of the winding waters; fanning into 
Benida to the snnset melody of birds in the mshes ; nin- 
ning across that '^large, draughty, varìegated piece of 
water/' Suisnn Bay, where the great scows we had both 
leamed to respect carne charging down, grain-laden ; pick- 
ing onr way in the ''Middle Gronnd*' channels, and gliding 
close-hauled into Black Diamond ''in the fires of snnset, 
where the Sacramento and the San Joaqnin tumble their 
muddy floods together*' — ^to port the hazy, Aztec unreality 
of the tawny-rose Montezuma Hills palpitating in the west- 
ering sunlight ; to starboard the low brown banks with g^en 
npstanding fringes of mstling tnles; aU abont red<sailed 
fishing boats homing for the night ; and old Black Diamond 's 
lazy water-front and lazier streetB eloping npward toward 
the Contra Costa Hills; and, in the morning, Diablo 
crnmpled against an aznre dome. 

Once, off a tree-plimied island in the pictnrefnl delta, a 
gay "red-light*' barge, with its painted ladies, anchored 
within hailing distance of the Roamer. " 1 11 take you aboard 
to-morrow evening early, if yon'd like,'' Jack volunteered; 
and I was glad enough for a new experience with him. 
But the next day he was invited by the prindpal. Professor 
Vickers, to speak to the school children of the town across 
river, which he consented to do, in a brief talk on "The 
Cali of the Wild*'; and when we were once more aboard, 
he said soberly: 

"I gaess we won't go adventnring next-4oor to-night, 
Mate — ^it might offend the good people ashore if they found 
it onl They wonldn 't understand how y on and I go abont 
together. Also, there might possibly be f olks on the barge 
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whom you Ve seen abont and who wouldn't want you to see 
them there. So we'll just give it np and waìt for a better 
ohanoe.'' 

I think it waB abont this time Jack illnstrated hi8 belief 
in the innate goodness of even very low unf ortunates, by tell- 
ing me how, when he was a mere stripling, his pockets had 
been rìfled by one of the women companions of his associates 
np-river. **But do yon know — she only took exactly half 
of what I had,' ' he said. * * I never f orgot that. It was bad, 
of conrse, bnt it was only half-bad at worst, and showed she 
had some heart of softness lef t in her toward a mere boy 
lìke me." 

It was while we lay off the town of Antioch, in this 
region, that Jack reoountéd to me the laughable story of 
how he and his mates netted a score of illicit fishermen ; but 
that is for ali to read— "Charley's Coup/' in **The Pish 
PatroP' group. 

Together we oame to know the rivers and serpentine 
sloughs, with their f oreign inhabitants, as Jack had known 
them aforetime; only, now, the dwellers npon and behind 
the wUlowed dykes had beoome increasingly f oreign. This 
gave rise to many ** human driff speculations npon my 
skipper 's part, later used in **The Valley of the Moon/' 
I am reminded in passing, the young hero and his com- 
rade wife mn across a pseudo Roamer and its master and 
mate. 

Among other f eatures new to Jack, was fhe growth of 
the Japanese-Chinese village of Walnut Orove. Here we 
poked about among tortuous roofed streets lined with 
gambling dens, stores, gèisha houses and tea-shops, enter- 
tained in these latter by the pretty toy-like women, with 
saM, and raw bonita soaked in soyu sance, to the debatable 
harmony of samisens. 

Jack, snugly at anchor, his work punctnally disposed of, 
read intensively npon agrìculture, devonred a plunder of 
countless old books he had been coUecting upon western 
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Plains migration, and laid deep and deeper f oundation f or 
Ranch development and stock-raising. *'I devoted two 
solid years/* he has written, **to the study of the migra- 
tions toward the West of America, being moved to it per- 
haps by the fact that my people carne from the Middle 
West'' 

Everywhere he used his eyes, bent upon seeing what the 
other fellow was doing in the vast fields of California, 
making me the wìlling repository of his plans as he worked 
them out. Often, while I shopped or walked or rowed in 
the skiff for exerciise, he drìfted abont the towns, meeting 
men, going to their farms, inspecting cattle and horses. 
He bought a draft-mare, June, a strìking creature, black 
and proud, who came to live on the Banch and become the 
mother of several colts. 

Jack was living so fnlly — ^a life balanced with essential 
interests and endeavor and simplest of amusements. The 
test, I am sure, he undertook deliberately. To him relaxa- 
tion consisted not in cessation but in change of thought 
and occapation. The vessel ali in order, laid against a 
rìver-bank for the night, he wonld sit, pladdly smoking 
in the blue dungarees and old tam, humped comfortably 
on deck, his sof t-shod f eet hanging over the rail, line over- 
board for cat-fish or black bass. Meanwhile he would argue 
for long with Nakata or the cook, in ali the ardent simplicity 
of a sailor in the fo*o*sle, some trifling point — say relative 
sizes of fish each had hooked the day bef ore ; or there would 
be a jokingly heated disagreement as to the payment of a 
penny wager a week old; or the three, stopping to catch 
laughing breath, f everìshly laid new bets against the ève- 
ning's basket. Jack was always ready to chuckle over ìt ali, 
should I remind him of his reversion to fo'c's'le methods. 

To a Sacramento reporter at this time, Jack said : ^ ' I am 
a Westemer, despite my English name. I realise that much 
of Califomia's romance is passing away, and I intend to see 
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to it that ly at least, shall preserve as much of that romance 
as ìs possible f or me. I am making of ^ The Valley of the 
Moon' a purely Califomian novel — ^it starts with Oakland 
and ends in Sonoma." 

He was an nnfailing wonder to me, my Jack London — 
my mentor — his continuous cerebration to every impact, 
mental, physical, awake, and asleep; always young, al- 
ways old, always wise, with **a bigness of heart that kept 
consdence with itself ''; efficient dreainer, hamessed to his 
work for the sake of Heart's Desire, which included the 
discharge of so many responsibilities — ^penalties of pa- 
trìarchy. How vivid he rises, standing on his handsome 
legs at the wheel, those robust, musde-rounded shoulders 
leaning back npon a bowling norther bef ore which we fled, 
tense, oantion on hair-trigger, nncapturable thonghts be- 
hind his deep, wide eyes, lips parted, and that great chest 
expanding to breeze and effort. One man has written me : 
**I remember Jack London above ali by his beautiful 
chest. It was the most beautiful thing I bave ever seen. ' ' 

December saw us home at Wake Robin, trying to come 
abr^ast with work that had piled up during the emise. 
**Poor little woman! She has to pay for ber fun!'* Jack 
tumed f rom his desk to where I was filing letters and notes. 
**But it's worth iti*' Again, suddenly wheeling around, 
**How good it is to bave a satisfying love. Mate, I love 
you more than I ever did in my first days of madness. It's 
different — but I love you fwore." And he had a way of 
blowìng involuntary kisses in the air when I spoke to him. 
How good it ali was I I am reminded of Browning 's : 

''There's your smilel 
Tour hand's touch! and the long day that brìngs 
HaU-uttered nothìngs of delight.'' 

While we spent hours porìng over the Wolf House draw- 
ings, twenty men were setting out twenty thousand addi- 
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tional encalyptas. And Jack's funds, despite our bonnd- 
lesa planSy were sinking low. 

^'Welly IVe got five hundred dollars in bank, and an 
eight-hundred-dollar life-insuranoe premium due/' he an- 
nounced. **Doesn*t balance up very well, does it? But 
never fear — ^* Smoke Bellew' will pulì us even with the bilia. 
Gueaa we'U accept that invitation from Felix Peano to 
move into hia Los Angelea houae for a montlL It'll be a 
nice winter change, and I can f orget my creditore eaaier at 
a diatance, while l'm alaving to pay themT' 

He alwaya referred to '* Smoke Bellew" aa **hack- 
work,'' atrictly exduding the laat atory, **Love of Woman/' 
which he atrove to make one of hia beat The **hack^* 
tumed out to be a great favorite with the male readera of 
hia average public. It would aeem that Jaók London 'a 
work, third-beat, or worae, could never be bad. Light it 
might aometimea be, comparatively unimportant; bnt it 
waa impoaaible — ^reaervoir of leaming, and imagìnation, 
and emotion that he waa — ^that he ahould ever tum cut 
traah. 

The Cosmopolite^ later aaked for a continuation of 
** Smoke Bellew/' and the while Jack conaidered ita popu- 
larity in light of meana to keep up the enormoua expenae 
of houae-buildingy I auggeated aailing Smoke and Shorty 
into the South Seaa for a aeriea of adventuringa, ior he had 
been longing again to dip hia pen into tropio colora. Thia 
he conaidered; but ali at once he threw up the whole thing: 

*'I*m tired writing pot-boilera I I won't do another one 
unleaa I bave to f' And in March, the twelve off hia banda, 
he went at the David Grief aeriea, theae romancea, * * craci- 
erjacka,'' Jack referred to them, being iaaued aa ^^A Son 
of the Sun.'' 

So January, 1911, waa apent in the Weatlake Diatrict 
of Loa Angelea, while ** Smoke Bellew" went forward, and 
chance viaitora were regaled with readinga from the man- 
uacript. We took along our two Japaneae, and had my 
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Atmt| now Mrs. Edward B. Payne, and ber hnsbandy as 
honse-gaests. It was a very jolly arrangement — ^we, ao- 
cepting onr scnlptor-f rìend 's roomy honse, he, our hospi- 
tality of table and service. Jack's thirty-fifth birthday 
was oelebrated in this pleasant cottage. Besides entertain- 
ingy our aunisements nnmbered mach attendance at the 
theatersy swìmming in the city's salt tanks, a captive bai- 
loon ascensione canoeing on Westlake hard by, feeding 
the swans and reading alond, and a mn to Santa Catalina 
Island. On this last excursion Jack said my Annt and 
ber hnsband must go with us — she having visited the big 
island with my own mother long bef ore I was bom. 

One of my commissions while south was to look up a 
suitable f our-in-hand of light horses for a summer trip to 
northem California and Oregon. I succeeded in obtaining 
a trio, more or less ill-assorted, which was shipped home. 
Upon our own return. Jack had up from Glen EUen bis 
old friend *'Bill*' Ping — ^mentioned in more than one of bis 
books — ^to consult about reinforcing the Winship two- 
seated ^^cut-under/' for the heavy going, and the proper 
hamess. Mr. Ping, one of the splendid passing type of 
old-time stage-drivers, who in bis day had tooled bis six on 
the Overland Trail, was sent to San Francisco to order 
hamess ; also a whip with an eleven-f oot lash whioh Jack, 
after a surprisingly short trial, leamed to crack with a 
brave report, but seldom used. 

Mr. Ping being busy with bis own afFairs, another stage 
driver, of a'younger generation, was hired to put th» 
team in shape and instmct us in the gentle art of guiding 
its four mouths and sixteen wayward feet. Jack, as al- 
ways, mastered the thing perfectly, knowing, move by 
move, predsely how he did it; while I, to bis laughing, 
almost mocddng admiration, ^^got the bang of if by way 
of emulation and my *^ borse instinct,'' doing it well one 
day and not so well the next. 
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The Lily Maid was one of our gaests in March, and Jadc 
never appeared to better advantage than in his kindness 
to her, stili pleasnring in her mantle of yellow English 
hair. For her health was but poorly, and when she conld 
not come to table, with Jack's own hands Nakata's nicely 
appointed trays were carried to one of the little woodsy 
gaest-cabins we had bnilt 

We had formulated a printed slip that frequently went 
into Jack's correspondence along with socialist and agri- 
cnltural f olders, reading as f ollows : 

**We live in a beautiful part of the country, about two hours 
from San Francisco by two routes, the Southern Pacific and the 
Northwestern Pacific. 

^'Both trains (or boats connecting with trains) leaye San Fran- 
cisco about 8 a. m. 

''The p. m. Southern Pacific train (boat) leaves San Francisco 
about 4 o 'clock. 

''The p. m. Southern Pacific train can he connected with at 
16th Street Station, Oakland, also. 

"If you come in the aftemoon, it is more conyenient for us if 
you take the Southern Pacific route, as it arrives bere in tìme for 
our supper. We usually ask our guests to dine on the boat, if 
they come by the Northwestern Pacific. 

"Write (or telephone) in advance of your coming, because we 
are frequently away from home. Also, if we are at home, word 
from J0T3 will make it so we can bave a rig at the station to meet 
you. 

*^Be 8ure to state by what route, and by what train, yon will 
arrive. 

"Our life bere is something as foUows: 

' ' We rise early, and work in the f orenoon. Theref ore, we do not 
see our guests until aftemoons and evenings. You may breakfast 
from 7 till 9, and then we ali get together for dinner at 12:30. 
You will find this a good place to work, if you bave work to do. 
Or if you pref er to play, there are horses, saddles, and rigs. In 
the summer we bave a swìmming pool. 

We have not yet built a house of our own, and are living in 
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a small house adoìnìng our ranch. So onr friends are put up in 
little cabins near by, to sleep." 

I bave come aerosa a verse by Foss, wbich so expresses 
Jack's deep heart of hospitality that I steal space to 
quote : 

"Let me live in a house by the side of the road, 

Where the race of men goes by 

The men who are good and tiie men who are bad, 

As good and as bad as I. 
I would not sit in the scomer's seat, 

Or hurl the cynic 's ban 

Let me live in a house by the side of the road 

And be a friend to man." 

He was always buyìng blankets; never so happy as 
when ali the beds were full. Bis heart was soft, and ^ 
were treated alike — friend, stranger, of whatsoever estate. 
I remember the pleased look that crossed bis face when I 
related how, whìle I was buyìng a riding suit in a San 
Francisco shop, the fitter said to me : 

**Mrs. Jack London? — ^Oh, I heard something so lovely 
about your place — that no one, even when you people are 
not home, is ever allowed to go away wìthout being en- 
tertainedl'* 

It was in October Jad^ placed in my hands the story of 
bis wayward flight across the continente ^^The Boad." The 
inscription is one of his most generous : 

^'Dearest My Woman: — 

''Whose e£3cient hands I love — ^the hands that bave worked for 
me long hours and many, swiftly and deftly, and beautìfully in the 
making of music, the hands that bave steered the Snark through 
wild passages and rough seas, that do not tremble on a trigger, 
that are sure and strong on the reins of a Thorougbbred or of an 
untamed Marquesan stallion ; the hands that are sweet with love as 
they pass through my hair, finn with comradeship as they grip 
mine, and that soothe as only they of ali hands in the world can 

«>otl^e- ''Tour Man and Lover," 
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Of course many calla were made upon Jaok's time and 
purse. And ** puree** reminds me that he never carried 
other than the slender chamois gold-dust sack that he had 
learned to use in the Klondike. He was obliged to work 
out circular letters to cover such exigencies as he was un- 
able to comply with. Here is an example in a copy of a 
letter written to a young writer : 

''In reply to yours of recent date undated and retuming here- 
with your Manuscript. First of ali let me teli you that, as a psy- 
chologìst and as one who has been through the mill, I en joyed your 
story f or its psychology and point of vìew. Honestly and frankly, 
I did not enjoy it for its literary charm or vaine. In the first 
place, it has little literary vaine and practically no literary charm. 
Merely because you bave got somethìng to say that may be of inter- 
est to others does not free you f rom making ali due efFort to express 
that something in the best possible medium and f orm. Medium and 
form you bave utterly neglected. 

'' Anent the foregoing paragraph ; what is to be expeoted of any 
lad of twenty, without practice, in knowledge of medium and formt 
Heavens on earth, boy, it would take you five years to serve your 
apprenticeship and become a skilled blacksmith. Will you dare 
to say that you bave spent, not five years, but as mueh as five 
months of unimpeachable, unremitting toil in trying to leam the 
artisan's tools of a professional writer who can sell bis stufF to the 
magazines and receive hard cash for same f Of course you cannot ; 
you bave not done it. And yet you should be able to reason on the 
face of it that the only ezplanation for the f act that successf ul 
writers receive such large fortunes is because very few who desire 
to write become successf ul writers. If it takes five years' work to 
become a skilled blacksmith how many years of work intensified 
into nineteen bours a day, so that one year counts for five, — 
how many years of such work, studying medium and form, art 
and artisanship, do you think a man, with native talent and some- 
thing to say, requires in order to reach a place in the world of 
letters where he receives a thousand doUars cash xron mon^ per 
weekf 

''I think you get the drift of the point I am trying to mak». 
If a fellow bamesses himself to a star of $1000 a week he has to 
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work proportìonately harder thaa if he hameases hìmBélf to a 
little glowworm of $20 a week. The only reason there are more 
SQCcessfal blacksmiths in the world than snceessful writers is that 
it is mnch easier, and requires far lesa hard work, to become a snc- 
cessfal blacksmith than does it to beeome a suecessful writer. 

*'It cannot be {KNSsible that yon, at twenty, should bave done the 
work at writing that wonld merit you success in writing. You bave 
not begun yonr apprenticeship yet. The proof of it is the fact 
ihat you diured to write this manuscript, * * A Joum«al of One Who is 
to Die. ' Had you made any sort of study of what ìa published in 
the magazines you would bave f ound that your short story was of 
the sort that never was published in the magazines. If you are 
going to write for success and money you must deliver to the 
market marketable goods. Your short story is not marketable 
goods, and had you taken half a dozen evenings oS and gone into a 
free reading room and read ali the stories published in the current 
magazines you would bave leamed in advance that your short 
story was not marketable goods. 

' ' There 's only one way to make a beginning,and that is to begin ; 
and begin with hard work, patience, prepared for ali the disap- 
pointments that were Martin Eden's before he succeeded — ^which 
were mine before I succeeded — because I merely appended to my 
fletional character, Martin Eden, my own ezperiences in the writ- 
ing game. 

**Jack London.'' 



The next letter bere appended, he nsed to send cut be- 
fore he carne to decide to read every manuscript that carne 
his way, and encourage the sending to him. He f ound that 
in refusing to avail of such opportunities, he was depriv- 
ing himself of just so many cbances to study the wayward 
seed of man : 

''Every time a writer tells the truth about a manuscript (or 
hook), to a friend-author, he loses that friend, or sees that friend- 
ship dim and f ade away to a ghost of what it was formerly. 

"Every time a writer tells the truth about a manuscript (or 
hook), to a stranger-author, he makes an enemy. 



208 THE BOOK OF JACK LONDON 

''If ihe writer Ioycs bis friend and fean to lose him, he lies to 
bis friend. 

' 'But what 's the good of straming hìmself to lie to strangersf 

^'And, with like insistenee, what's the good of makìng enemies 
anjrwayt 

'' Furthermore, a known writer ìs oyerwhefaned by reqnests from 
strangers to read work and pass judgment upon ìt. Tbis is proper- 
ly the work of a literary bureau. A wrìter is not a literary bureau. 
If he is f oolish enougb to become a literary bureau, he will cease 
to be a writer. He won't bave any time to write. 

*'Also, as a charìtable literary bureau, he will reeeive no pay. 
Wherefore he will soon be bankrupt, and himself live upon the 
charìty of bis frìends (if he has not already made them ali enemies 
by telling them the truth), while he will behold bis wife and chil- 
dren wend their melaneholy way to the poorhouse. 

* ' Sympathy f or the struggling unknown is ali very well. It is 
beautiful — ^but there are so many struggling unknowns, some- 
thing like several millions of them. And sympathy can be worked 
too hard. Sympathy begins at home. The writer would far rather 
allow the multitudinous unknowns to remain unknown, than allow 
bis near and dear ones to occupy pauper pallets and potter's fields. 

*'Sincerely yours, 

''Jack London.'' 

Li extreme cases, I bave known him to send out copies 
of Richard Le Gallienne's ''Lettor to an Unsuccessful Lit- 
erary Man," a document that leaves little to be said. 

Bequests for money nsually found hìs responsive. He 
used some disoemment, however, declining to be "toucbed" 
too often by certain men who took him more freely for 
granted than he lìked ; witli some others, he blithely kissed 
band to bis doUars when telling me of bis gifts and "Ioana." 
And 

"Oh, well, Mate — ^money's only good for what it can 
buy. It buys me happiness to buy bappiness for others. 
Don't board money. You can't take it with you when you 
go into the dark" — ^tbat was a concept he had inculcated for 
ali time into the rapidly simplifyìng philosopby that had 
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f ollowed hi8 ^ ' opening of the books. ' ' The disadvantageonSy 
sonl-belittling ìnflnence of poverty had been practically 
banished for the span of his ezistence on ibis competitive 
planei I smile as I handle the canoelled èhecks of many 
dates, to bear that husky, hi:If-apologetio: ^^TheyVe ali 
dreamed their dream. Who &m I not to help, now that I 
can. And these bave realized their dream only a little 
lessy after ali, than the rest of mankind. . • . Bnt it does 
givo me Joy," with a smile into my eyes, ^^when what my 
money does for others reoeives some little appreciation of 
the pleasnre or comfort it buys!" 

In mid-April the Roamer ali '^ship-shape and Bristol 
fashion'' from Nakata's deft brown bands, sailed on a 
month's cruisei while Eliza superintended architect and 
honse constmction, and colts and calves inereased, and 
orchard and honse-vineyard took root in the gentle ter- 
raced amphitheater behind the rising red-stone pile that 
was to be onr castle. 

Dnring this absence, Eliza saw ber chance to bny, at 
a price ber brother had been waiting for, a section of 
some twelve acres right in the heart of the big Kohler 
ranch already onrs, on whioh stood the bnildings large and 
small of the old Kohler and Frohling winery of other days, 
ali in sad bnt pictnresqne disrepair from neglect topped 
with the Oreat Earthqnake. 

This out-door life was the best thing that conld 
happen to Jack, who had been snffering from one severe 
cold after another, ooupled with repeated sties on his 
eyelids, and mnch nerve-rack from his teeth — ^this last, of 
conrse, being nothing nnnsual. I marvel to think of his 
eternai patience with pain; probably he was never, for 
years at a time, free from pain or at least discomfort 
And there was bis ever present Joy in my own good teeth 
— ^**WomanI'' he would cry, **you don't know how lucky 
you are!'' 

Before lanndiing ont for the coast on onr northem 
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trek. Jack aaked me, what I had been anticipatmg for 
some tìme: 

''Do yon think we oonld fix up that old cottage on the 
Eohler, to live in until the Wolf House is donef " 

It was a six-roomy one-story frame honse once oceapied 
by the heads of the winery, and now in a shocking state. 
Snbseqnent Italian lessees of the vìneyard had made a 
verìtable dump of it and its old garden of foreign trees 
and shmbbery. I was dnbions enongh to reply : 

''Honestly, ì donH think we can." 

Bnt my partner had, for once, evidently made np bis 
mind before consnlting me, and presently I entered into 
the spirit of making the place as attractive as possible. 
Besides, it was, at worst, a oonsnmmation of our mutuai 
desire to live in the very center of the Ranch activities 
now af oot. 

The cottage came to be our sleeping and working quar- 
ters, induding two gnest-rooms, while in one side of the 
enormous winery were built others; workmen's fam^ 
quarters bemg created on the other, and a new roof shingled 
over ali. 

Quite a ceremonial it was wìth the Japanese, gettai^ 
ready Jack's bedside table for the night. Sharp i^ncils 
there must be plenty, scratch pads, big and little ; many 
packages of ''Imperiales,'' and fine Eorean brass ash- 
tray; bis ubiquitous little red-velvet pin-cushion with pins 
driven in to their heads; files of papers and magazines 
neatly arranged on a lower sectìon of the table, aocording 
to dates, the latest on top; a dish of fruit, or, laeking fruit, 
of some favorite dried fish or other ''dainty." And 
finally, there were no less than three bottles of liquid of 
one sort or another. For Jack always maintained that 
it was a mercy, wìth bis almost unintermpted smoking, the 
alcohol he consumed, and certain sedentary spells when 
he took little exerdse, that he ''breathed through tìie skin'' 
— ^by which he meant f ree perspiring. Theref ore, he drank 
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almost excessive qnantities of thìs and that favorite bev- 
erage — ^grapejnicey buttermilky and endless dranghts of 
water. These, according to the whim, in cool thermos hot- 
tles, stood in an inviting row on the bedside table, and were 
always empty in the moming. 

Papers and magazines, ravished of whatever in the way 
of inf ormation he wished to file as notes, were flung npon 
the floor; letters, envelopes, ali small matter that was 
finished with, he carefnlly cmmpled lest Nakata or the 
honse-boy shonld pnt them back where he wonld bave to 
handle them again. Sometimes, dropping off to sleep, cig- 
arette between his lips, he singed bis cnrls, exploded a 
celluloid eyeshade, or bumed small round holes in sheet or 
pillow. As f or pillowSy he liked them large, three of them, 
with a very small one for that left elbow which supported 
him so many, many honrs. 

This dwelling was the only one of his very own in whieh 
Jack London ever lived — ^and in whioh he continued to live 
nntil he died within its old book-lined walls. It was into 
this house we moved npon onr return from the four-horse 
adventure, which began in early June and ended in early 
September, 1911. 



CHAPTEB XXXIV 

F0UR*H0B8E DBIVING-TBIP ; NEW YOBK OTTY 

1911 

FBOM Glen Ellen to the Coast, and north to Bandon, 
Oregon, was our route ; thence inland to Medf ord and 
Ashland, and southward through the interior — ^fif teen hnn- 
dred miles altogether. Jack wrote fórenoons before start- 
ing out, and our average drive was thirty miles. **Four 
Horses and a Sailor/' written primarily for a Northern 
Connties promotion object, published in Sunset Magazine 
(coUected in *'The Human Drift'0> is based upon this 
sunmier's joumeying, as is also the wagon-travel episode 
in ''The Valley of the Moon/' 

We did not camp. Before ever Jack London and I came 
to '*hunt in pairs*' he had had enough *'roughing'^ to last 
out his life, and our migrations were invariably attended 
by one or more helpers. Nakata packed, put up lunches, on 
hottest aftemoons hoisted the big brown sunshade that 
clamped to the back of the driver 's seat, kept our 
''gear'^ in order and sometimes assisted in harnessing the 
antic four-footed quartet, I typed Jack^s manuscript on a 
small machine, and he steadily ground out the wherewithal 
for our subsistence as well as the big things lef t doing at 
home. Watchìng him in this phase, exhilarated with the 
youth and beauty of the sunmier world of out-doors, I 
caught myself thinking of him as driving a team of stars ; 
for he harnessed the very stars to do his work — his lines 
reaching to the stuff of which the stars are made. 

But sometimes, as more often on days when I was not 
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so bright as usuai (I drove liltle, finding my strength was 
noi quite equal to the weight of those long leathers in my 
haiids for hours on end) furtively I watched Jack's face; 
and there was that in it I had never seen bef ore the death 
of our child. It made more difference to him than any one, 
even I, then realized. On the evenings of such days, our 
goal reachedy horses properly housed, and hotel or farm 
accommodations made sure, he was most likely to drift off 
alone down-street, looking for * * inhibitions ' '— ^a word he 
worked a great deal at the time — of man-talk, new associa- 
tion, and an extra glass or two. When he would return, 
there was a more than common glisten in bis always lus- 
trous eyes, a trifle of feverishness in the telUng of what he 
had pidced up in the way of locai Information or backwoods 
lore, a super-enthusiasm about the newest antlers of elk 
or deer for which he was bargaining, or the bearskin so- 
and-so had promised to bring for my inspection. 

For a period of two or three years after the baby's loss, 
which ìnduded a second unlooked-for disappointment, my 
health was not of the best ; but I was wary to avoid giving 
any possible impression to Jack that I linked my lack of 
freshness in any way with matemal misfortunes. I had 
early discovered that the slightest suggestion of such a 
thing irritated him instantly and beyond sympathy. He 
was as automatically touchy about this as he was concem- 
ing hysteria. Not much would he say, but bis few words 
had showed me that he harbored a deep-rooted, resentful 
opinion that the majority of womenfolk held their men 
responsible for ali the consequences of reproduction ! 

Beside a number of the David Grief episodes, Jack wrote 
among other stories **The Prodigai Father,'' and **By the 
Turtles of Tasman'^ (both in **The Turtles of Tasman'O, 
**The End of the Story, '^ and **The Mexican'' (in **The 

Night Bornio. 

Much he enjoyed the horses-^their characters and ca- 
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prices: Prince, bis sngar-tongae hanging ont on ali ocoa- 
BÌons, Prinoe tiie **Love-HorBe,'' Jack called lum, with bis 
langhing eye and friendly hoof -shake and the pocket-seek- 
ing of hìs mischievous mnzzle ; Sonoma Maid, the excellent 
and wise ; Gert the irascible outlaw who yet did her work 
and carne to bnry ali the other three when Jack himself had 
gone ; and Milda, varìonsly dnbbed the Babbit, the Bat, the 
Manger-Glutton — ^Milda, who asked nothing of anybody but 
to let her do ber work and win to her snpper by the least 
circuitons rcftite. 

For the sake of any who would care to f ollow in onr 
tracky I briefly outline the same. But first, there was a trial- 
trip of one week from Glen EUen to Petalnma; thence to 
Olima on Tamales Bay ; Point Beyes, and the Light House, 
Willow Camp on the coast; from there on the wonderful 
coast drive and across Mt. Tamalpais' feet to Mill Valley. 
The long iminterrupted trip was as f oUows : 

Glen EUen to Santa Bosa, and Sebastopol where one 
sees Luther Burbank's flowering and fruiting fields, to Bo- 
dega Comers ; Duncan 's Mills ; Cazadero ; Fort Boss, on the 
coast, of historic interest ; Gualala — ^where one may fish and 
boat on the river; Greenwood; Fort Bragg; Hardy; Usai; 
Moody's; Garberville; thence along Eel Biver, where deer 
come down to drink, to Dyerville. From this section the 
tourist may cut inland to the Hoopah Indian Beservation. 
This we did, by automobile and saddle, coming out down the 
Trinity and Elamath Bivers in a dugout with Indian ca- 
noemen to Bequa by the sea ; next, to Fortuna, with fishing 
and hunting and old Indians along the way ; Eureka ; Trini- 
dad; Eirkpatrick's. Crescent City, in the northwest corner 
of California, where one gathers jewels, agates of marvelous 
colorings, in the ocean sands; on to Smith Biver Comers, 
and into Oregon, to Colgrove 's Mountain Banch ; Laurence 's 
on Pistol Biver ; Gold Beach, on Bogue Biver ; Port Orf ord ; 
Langlois ; then to Bandon, Coos County, whence we struck 
inland to CoquiUe; Bock Creek; Murray 's, Boseburg; Can- 
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yonville ; Wolf Creek ; Granfa Pass ; Medf ord, with a motor 
trip to that marvely Crater Lake ; Ashland ; down into Cali- 
fornia again, — Montagne; Weed; driving within sight of 
grand Mi Sbasta; Dnnsmnir; Le Moyne; Kennett; Bed* 
ding; Bed Blnff; Orland; WìUows; Maxwell; Leesville; 
Lower Lake; Middleton; Calistoga — ^and home to Olen 
Ellen by way of the Petrified Forest. 

One sparkling aftemoon on the Bay of Eureka, I bad 
an opportnnity to observe my busband in a cmcial moment 
of jndgment and fearlessness. What a ringing challenge 
that man was to the oourage of ali (except the spiritnally 
deaf, dnmby and blind), who were privileged to know himl 
How seldom he ever reached into bis own vocabnlary for 
the word fear! Bnmed into my memory is something he 
said early in onr comradeship : 

^'I tbink I am really afraid of bnt thing — ^being bit over 
the head f rom behind. — Oh, not f rom fear of death — ^never I 
Bnt to live with my brain addled — ^it*s nnthinkable!'' 

It was onr pastime, wbile visiting in a Inxnrious house- 
boat, to go fisbing or to sail down the barbor and, if not 
too rougb, cross the bar and emise a little way toward the 
blue Pacific borizon that was forever a receding Paradise. 
On this day, tacking up-bay on the satin swell, a big rakish 
power-launchy full speed abead, came hearing down upon 
US. There was plenty of room, and Jack, knowing the sail- 
boat's traditional right of way, naturally kept on bis 
course, expecting to pass the other to port. But ber pilot 
kept right on fpr us, and to avoid being sliced squarely 
amidship, Jack in a flash spun bis wheel to starboard, to 
bring ber up into the wind, wbile the other, who must 
bave been dreaming, suddenly with terrified face swerved to 
bis lef t and took with bim the starboard corner of our stem 
raiL 

It ali happened in the spaoe of three seconds, but there 
remains, snap, snap, one of the sbarpest moving-pictures 
in my experience. At the last least instant, with the high 
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knìfe-edge bow righi npon ns, I, the first law of existence 
automatically superseding any sentimental desire to be 
doven in twaìn even in oompany with the spouse of my 
bosoniy had jnmped just forward of where the crash wonld 
ocour. Turning as instantly ss I landed, ready to dive if 
necessary, I took in Jack's incredibly qnick action with the 
wheely bis cool, cahn, fighting f ace, and beard, saw, and f elt 
the splintering of the rail. 

**You did exactly the right thìng,*' be reassnred my 
tentative inquiry. ^^I had my bands full, and did not bave 
to worry abont yon. I had to stay at the wheel and do the 
only tbing that conld be done to save the sloop. . • • Some 
day, though/' and he more than once wamed me of tbis, 
"my curiosity in seeing the tbing throngh is going to be my 
finish!" Bnt I always banked on bis mental and steel- 
springed physical alertness to save bimself jnst short of 
annihilation. 

So I rested fairly comfortably npon bis opinion that I 
had done * * the right tbing, ' ' until one day in bis Bad Year, 
1913, when he, in a dreadfnl deptb, brought np the action. 
It f ollowed npon something I had just done. We had been 
driving behind a wicked roan gelding, of irreproacbable 
breeding, who bore an evil reputation for running away 
and smashing things — several on the Banch, including 
Eliza, bad at various times been thrown out and injured. 
The borse, this af temoon, had balked, and plunged sidewise, 
cramping the buggy until the wbeels cracked. Unless I 
oould bave the reins in my own bands, I pref erred belng in 
Jack's care to any driver I knew — so expert bad be become. 
But we were in a tight pinch, and without waming I sprang 
to the ground and to the animaPs head to straighten him 
out. It was wrong, I admit, and mortifying to the driver. 
I should bave stayed beside him and "seen it through,'' as 
I had before and many times afterward. It was the cap« 
stono to a serìes of vexations to Jack, ending in one of bis 
superb "disgusts'' with the universe of which I was an 
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ìmportant pari; and he brought np the Eureka incident. 

* ' But I know I am not a coward, ' ' I remonstrated to an 
accusation he had not voìced bnt which smoldered in bis 
purple eyes. **And you know it, too, you! iVe nerves, 
bnt never cowardice I ' ' 

Jaok's retractions and apologies, generons if rare, were 
among the sweetest of the silken ties that bound us forever. 
And, looking back over it ali, the two ntterances of bis that 
now mean the most to me are bis early **You are more kin 
to me than any one I bave ever known/' and tbis next, 
apropos of I know not what, in the last conversation we 
were ever to hold — ^suddenly, as if from a full heart: 
'*Thank God, you are not afraid of anythingi'' 

Once more, on September 6, we took up the round at 
home— replete with ali that love, keen interest in lif e, work, 
and friends could bring. Jack began the day with a few 
moments in the .garden : 

''Gorgeous, tropic flowersl'* he would murmur delight- 
edly over the flaunting goldfisb, their long tails waving like 
lazy veils in the sunny water of the pool, its f ountain bowl 
an old Indian stone mortar. '^And how I love the ali-night 
drip and plash of your tiny fountainl*' 

He cared less f or flowers in general than most men do, 
or are willing to own. His was joy in a single bloom. If 
he was caught momentarily by a mass of blossoms, it would 
be for a definite idea connected with it — ^perhaps that it was 
in my arms, and gave me pleasure ; or that it enhanced me 
in some way. I can see him at his desk near a doorway, 
writing, interrupted by the flame of my basketf ul of poppies 
or rosies crossing his vision, coloring the sunlight. And 
the glance would rest, and dwell, and sof ten — ^bis deep*gray, 
Wide eyes full of the love that was my wonder and glory 
and guerdon. 

Everything was in full swing on the Ranch, and guests ' 
voices were in the air. 
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^^Thìs is what I like,'* Jack would pause in a dictation 
to me at the typevriter. **While we are together, carrying 
on our work, they can do whatever they want. Look — ^I 
love the rail ont there under the oak, with our horses tiedi 
saddled and waiting. And there go two lovers on horse- 
back f or the traila ; and a married pair f or a hike. Others 
are playing carda in the living room, where I shall join 
them as aoon as thia letter ia finished. . . And if you don't 
mindy Mate/' hia eyea begging the favor, '^you take the 
crowd that'a coming for dinner, over the Wolf Houae trail, 
becauae I bave juat got to get even with George for the wal- 
loping he gave me at pedro laat night! — Liaten to thoae 
girla chattering up in the fig-tree — ^and who'a practiaing on 
the piano f Mate, do yOu really know how I love it ali ! " 
To thia day, aa a friend aaid, the houae '^atill breathea of 
the aweetneaa of you two toward each other. ' ' 

Some notea for future work, made about thia time, il- 
luatrate how aimple waa hia initial preparation : 

* 
**9érie$ of Stories. 

''Why not write a superb short story from each of a number 
of diverse places, and collect in book-f orm under some suitable title 
that conveys the idea ' from ali the world. ' f ' The Purple Sea' might 
make a good title." 

''Novel. 

''Why not a series of past and future novelst For No. 1, I 
could use 'Before Adam;' No. 2, 'Christ Novel;' No. 3, 'The Mid- 
dle Ages;' No. 4, some great proletarian-bourgeoise conflict story 
of the present; No. 5, 1 could use 'The Iron Heel;' No. 6, 'The Far 
Future/ the perfected and perìshing human race." 

''Farthest Distant. 

"Radium engmes, etc, for energy, — See Atoms and Evolution, 
in Saleeby's 'The Cyde of Life.' 

"CoUision of dark body from out of space (not large), one- 
tenth size of sun. And earth leams of coming by perturbations of 
outer planet. Then rush the earth away from the sun. 
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''When earth travels throngh space, ali must be ìnclosed; and 
they must use stored beat of some sort. The oceans freeze, etc. A 
great preparatìon. See Direction of Motion cbapter by Herbert 
Spencer. The initial momentnm they bave. The momentum in a 
straight line that is altered to a curve around the sun by the pole 
of the sun. Nullif y the pole of the sun, sdect the right moment, 
and sail off into space to reach nearest neighbor san. They make 
some mistakes the first time. Something goes wrong with the ma- 
chinery, and they dash around the second sun like a comet and 
return to the old sun. They figure it out on the way, do not check 
at old sun, and like a comet return to new san, where they suc- 
ceed in checking." 

The material for the Christ novel above referred to 
Jack bad been compiling for years ; but in the Christ epi- 
sode of **The Star Rover '' he ooncentrated bis long-sougbt 
data. When be read me, aboard the Roamer, that cbapter 
of * * The Star Rover, ' ' I asked him wbat of the Christ novel. 
''Tbis will suffice," he said. ^^I sball not do the longer 
worf 

Jesus Christ and Abraham Lincoln were names of praise 
upon bis lips. Tolstoy said of Lincoln that be was a Christ 
in miniature. Jack London: **Tbe two men I reverence 
most are Christ and Lincoln/' and spoke of them with shin- 
ing, worsbipful eyes. And Stephen Frencb sends me the 
following from a letter Jack wrote him: **I don't know 
wbether Jesus Christ was a mytb or not; but taking him 
just as I find him, just as I read him, I bave two heroes — 
one is Jesus Christ, the otber Abraham Lincoln." 

Our main meal was at 12 :30. Tbis bour better suited 
our work and Ranch plans generally. At twelve the mail- 
sack — a substantial leatber one bongbt before we sailed on 
the Snark — arrived at the back porch, and Nakata brougbt 
it to me to sort the contents. In the half-hour before din- 
ner, Jack bad glanced over the daily paper, read bis letters, 
indicated replies on some of them for my guidance, and 
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laid the more important ones in their wire tray, one of 
rnany such nested on a small table beside the Oregon myrtle 
rolltop desk where he transacted business. I always en- 
deavored to bave bis ten pages of hand-written manuscript 
transcribed — an average of two and a half typewritten let- 
ter-size sheets — ^before the second gong (an ancient concave 
disk of Korean brass) belled the fifteen-minute cali to table. 
Jack ìmplored me to be on time to the minute 's tick, and 
attend to seating the gnests, so that he might work to the 
last moment. 

In many minds, I am snre, stili lives the vision of the 
baie, big-hearted man of God's out-of-doors, the beardiess 
patriarchi bis curls rumpled, like as not the green visor 
unremoved, pattering with that quick, light step along the 
narrow vine-shaded porch, through the screened doorway 
and the length of the tapa-brown room to bis seat in the 
solid red koa chair at the head of the table. ^ ^ Here comes a 
real man ! ' ' was the prevailing sentiment. 

How he doted npon that board with its long double-row 
of friendly faces tumed in greeting, ever ready with an- 
other piate and portionl It was bis ideal — carried from 
old days with the Strunskys'. **In Jack's house/' one 
writes me, *'I met the most interesting people of my life 
and of the world. * ' And perhaps, while we f eli to our por- 
tions, bef ore his own was tasted he would read aloud news- 
paper items or newly received letters ; or he might laimch 
out in a fine rage of his eternai enthusiasm, upon some 
theme that claimed him, or strike into argument, whipped 
hot out of his seething brain and heart. Always there was 
in him the potent urge to gather ali about him into knowl- 
edge of whatever claimed his attention. Tears only added 
to his capacity to function in every potentiality. There 
were no'numb or inactive surfaoes in his make-up, men* 
tally, physically. He reached in ali directions, to play, to 
work, to thought, to sensation. His face, smiling, crac&ed 
with thought-wrinkles, weather-wrinkles, laughter-wrinkles. 
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Ai no tìme did he have more than a few gray hairs ; and his 
hands, to his prìde, were very finn, showing no dilated ar- 
teries. ''One is as yonng as one's arterìes," he was fond 
of saying. How he wonld plnck at the air with those yonng 
hands, in unconscions pantomime groping for illnstration 
f or the means that no man bom of woman has ever been 
able to conunand by which to express a complete ooncept. 

Many were more impressed by his eyes than any other 
featnre or characteristia ''Ali steel and dew," one man 
wrote of them. "AH sweetness and hidden ferooity . • . 
as thongh they masked prof ound and terrible secrets • . • 
eyes common enough, mayhap, when the world was yonng. 
. . . Alerty as thongh to him life were a Constant battle- 
field/' 

They were eyes Hiat look into one, and through and be- 
yond — ^as if what they saw on the snrf ace, in one 's own, led 
his into the deeps behind, into the brain, conscions and nn- 
conscious and far behind again into the intelligence of the 
race down throngh ali the drift of the human. Gray, 
or irìs-bluCy they were when mìld, the large pupils gìving 
them a splendida brilliant darkness ; bnt let him be angry, 
instantly they went cold, metallica the enormons pnpils nar- 
rowing to bitter points. 

He had a way, sometimes, in common with his sister, of 
apparently not listening while his eyes looked throngh one, 
patently seeing beyond. "Yon haven't heard a wordP' 
I wonld remonstrate. "Oh, yes, I have," he wonld return, 
and repeat a sentence or two. "That doesn't prove any* 
thing," I wonld challenge. "No, my dear, I will give you 
yonr whole argument,'' and he wonld disprove my assertion. 

Another likeness of Jack 's to Eliza was expressed by a 
woman who had heard her speak in public: "When others 
get up and talk, we listen to what they say; when you get 
np and talk, we do what you sayl" 

How his "living language" of colloquialisms and slang 
pierces time when we cali up the arguments that flew about 
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the table like missiles in a gamel ^^^Come on^ now — ^let's 
teli sad stories of the deaths of kings I — Go to it ; the day 
is young, and we're a long time deadl*' **0h, it*s only my 
shorthand/' he would moom, cutting short to a conclusion, 
speaking to blank f aces, perhaps. Or, when he had perhaps 
let himself go on some subject near his heart: ^'You miss 
me — ^you miss me totally," in distressed tone to a solemn 
egotist who had dared his logie; or, **There you go — ^trying 
to pass the buck ; now stick to the poìnt. ' ' Or, * * Ah — ah — 
bnt you Ve missed the factors. Connotations, man, factors !'' 
Then, ** Stili well, but not so well/' Parsimonious was a 
word he enjoyed f or a time : * * l 'm parsimonious 1 * ' he would 
cry in a discussion, **You'll have to show me — ^I don't be- 
lieve any thing till l 'm shown. l 'm parsimonious 1 ' ' * * But 
to get back : As I was saying when I was so rudely ìnter- 
rupted,'' with a twinkle; **I'm afraid I was always an ex- 
tremist ; so don 't mind my violence. ' ' And suddenly, in the 
face of non-understanding : * * l 'm boring you V^ * * Piffle ! * ' 
he would exdaim, f ull-tilt ; and irascibly, ^ ^ Silly ! You mean 
to say, then . • . f" Showing up the muddlement of a 
wrathf ul and impptent opponent. ^ ^ No f Then what do you 
mean to sayf We must agree upon a working yocabulary 
for a basis." '^What do I think about so and sof Well, 
if anybody should ,drive up in a back and ask me, l'd 
say . • /' When something was well said or done, he 
mìght praise, **Fine and dandy I" or **Booful, my dearl'* 
But always he hewed to the core of the truth of things, and 
his meanings were dear to any who would clearly listen. 
Some poet has expressed my own sentiment : 

**. . . well I love to see 

That gracious smìle light up your face, and bear 
Your wonderful words, that ali mean verily 
The thing they seem to mean." 

Once Jack wrote me: ^'Bemember, dear, not only in being 
trae to myself am I trae to you, but bef ore I knew you I was 
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trae to myself . I bave always been tme to myself . Tbìs 
is my bigbest ooncept of rigbt condact. It is my measure 
of rigbt condnct.** 

One prejudieed person, wbo ratber against bis wìll bad 
been brongbt by a mutnal acquaintance, bad tbis to say: 

^^Tbat friend of yonrs. Jack London, is ali and more 
tban yon said. He made me love bim even wben I quar- 
reled with bim. Wby, be is a marvel — ^I never saw bis 
like/' 

Anotber remembered Jac^, tbe oomrade-man, arm 

aronnd tbe sboulder of a friend: 

'^At times be was fnnnily boyisb, then in a flasb splen- 
didly exaltedy ponring f ortb in bis glad way bis knowledge 
of life, bis love of life, bis sympatby witb lif e, bis creative 
force, bis open-mìnded embrace of the most vital in life; 
be, life itself , impregnated by ripeness of tbougbt and feel- 
ing most nnnsnal f or bis years. ' ' And stili again : ^ ' Wbat 
a warmtb tbere was abont tbis dear f ellow I Sunsbine f ol- 
lowed bim everywbere. • . . Even in bis barsbest moments, 
bis fine, open smile wonld bnrst f ortb. Never bave I seen 
snob faitb, resnltant of researcb and understanding, con- 
pled witb such donbt of tbe pnrely dreamy optimistic or 
tbe nnproven.'' 

To tbe yonngsters of bis race, entranced witb bis genu- 
ineness and ntter ladc of swank, ''He was a prince!" And 
one assodate bonored bim with tbis : ' ' Jack London was 
a great man; bnt bis friends loved bim just tbe same.'' 

So mnch f or bis own conntrymen ; and bow I wish tbe 
Englisb, in greater nnmbers, could bave known bim per- 
sonally. One, wbo bad and appreciated tbat privilege, 
said: ''I bad to come to bis own land to bear a word in 
bis disfavor — ^tbongb I will say it came not from any wbo 
knew bim at first band. ' ' 

One illnminating little flare of Jack's bnms np in mem- 
ory. Some one at table used tbe contraction ''Prisco,'* 
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and a very young miss mshed headlong ìnto tronble wifh 
ber host: **0h, don't say F riscoi Say Sem Frcmciscol^' 

Jack landed full wroth into the breach : 

**Let Prisco alone, youl We love the western tang of 
it, we oldsters who knew ber by tbat name bef ore you were 
dry behind the ears! — Prisco, Prisco . . .*' he rolled it 
sweetly on bis tongue. And mingled in the fiber of bis 
tone were soom and pity for the greenness of ber who 
jeered at what seemed to ber the common cmdity of a 
sobriqnet the very glorions ronghness of which symbol- 
ized what the old town had stood for of romance in the 
days Jsick London had known, so dear to ali who knew it 
then. He would seldom go far ont of bis way to pronounce 
correctly a foreign word: **You know what I mean, don't 
you! — ^that's the main thing!^' 

Despite tbat Jack London was an excellent subject, and 
was widely photographed, many bave written to know of 
bis appearance and proportions. Among some forgotten 
souvenirs I bave come upon a typewritten record, made up 
at Jaok's suggestion, of our comparative measnrements. 
His are appended: 

JACK 

Height 5 ft. 9 in. 

Above knee 15V^ in. 

Below knee 12^ in. 

Calf 14 in. 

Ankle 8% in. 

Wrist 6% in. 

Forearm 11 in. 

Biceps (relaxed) 12 in. 

Biceps (tensed) 13 in. 

Neck : .14% in. 

Chest 40 in. 

Waist 36 in. 

Size of Hat 7% in. 

Size of Shoe Number 7 
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Near the end of the midday meal, Nakata would lay be- 
side my piate a note-pad and pencil, npon which it was my 
daily task to figure the horses, saddles, brìdles, and riding 
oostmnes of transient guests f rom two to a dozen — ^and, in 
season, as many swìmming-snits beside. Or, the fonr-in- 
hand would be wanted, and in bis wide stiff-rim Stetson, 
white soft shirt and khaki trousers» Jack, noisy, gay, swing- 
ing the jìngling, fleeing leaders hither and thìther in bis 
blossoming valley, would be seen pointing out the beauties 
of it to a packed wagonful of rapt, if sometimes apprehen- 
sive, men and women and children, enlarging to them npon 
the character and idiosyncrades of each borse. A neigh- 
boring editor saw bim — ^**Big, boyish, warm-hearted . . . 
Over our hills with the sunsbine of his favorite vale shining 
upon his head he often rode or drove in earefree style the 
beautiful horses he loved. His manner oordial, his greeting 
cheery, it was little wonder he became the pai of ali, and no 
matter how big Ms triumphs he was never the conceited 
genius but always the genial friend and naturai neighbor/' 

As Jack himself put it: '^l'm so afraid of slighting 
somebody I ought to recognize in the neighborhood, that 
l'm going to speak in good old country fashion to every- 
body I meet!'' which became his habit; and many the prim 
provincial lady, loitering in ber dusty old buggy under the 
hot midsummer sky, who sat up suddenly from daydreams 
to stare, first, at the abounding good cheer of the robust 
young driver avalanching by, and tipping a gray cow- 
boy brim so respectf ully ; and, next, to melt into smiles 
under the warmth of the neighborly apparition. 

That year the Sierra Club made its first pilgrimage to 
the Jack London Banch. Also it marked the employment 
of Jack's first paroled man from the State Penitentiary at 
San Quentin« Jack's principles in general, and in particu- 
lar his own Buffalo experience, had for years made bim 
eager to give a chance to those unf ortunate enough to bave 



i 
I 

I 



226 THE BOOK OP JACK LONDON 

I 

come inside the forbidding gray battlements so often seen 
from the deck of the Roamer. For years, on onr place, 
these men carne and went. As for his opinion of ameUor- 
ating prison conditions, he wrote : 

^'I have little faith in prison reform. Piìsons are 
merely a symptom. When you try to reform them, yon 
try to reform symptoms. The disease remaìns." 

One sojonmer with ns, as honsegnest, was Ed. Morrell, 
whose astonnding experienoe, growing ont of his connec- 
tion with the notorions ontlaws, Sontag and Evans, was 
the motif for Jack's snbseqnent novel, ^^The Star Bover." 
I well recali Jack, fairly frothing over the straitjacket 
scars Morrell had been revealing, Inrching in, spilling over 
with emotion, to teli me what he had seen. 

While the f oregoing bnsy season went f orward, the Bay 
newspapers had Jack attending the birthday party. In Mon- 
terey Connty, of some one's lapdog— **Pliiffy Bnfflesl" 

Sometimes gniding onr friends on the steep trails, or 
riding band in band to look over progress at the Wolf 
House, we talked of the big schooner that some day we 
shonld rig ont and start for another ronnd-the-world voy- 
age. There was never any hint of dullness in the present 
nor feàr of future boredonu 

Four books were issued in 1911 : ^ ' When Ood Laughs, ' ' 
' ' Adventure, ' ' * * The Omise of the Snark, ' ' and * * South Sea 
Tales.'' Of the inscriptions I choose two— this, in the 
spring, from ^^When God Laughs": 
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My Own Dear Woman : 

The years come, and the years go, our friends come and go, 
some few of them stick — and you and I stick better than any or 
aU.'' 

From ''South Sea Tales,'' in the fall: 

''Dearest Mate-Woman: 

''And can we say, after ali these years, that we have ever beeu 
happier than we are happy right nowf 
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There was much to do — every wakìng moment. The 
thing was, to find time to sleep; yet we regarded that as 
rather a leisurely year — perhaps because we did not go 
very far f rom home. My diary records : * * Mate works in 
the eveningfl. He is so very bnsy. It makes my own head 
tired when I thìnk of ali his head must keep track of." 

It was in the late aftemoon of October 10, 1911, that 
Jack retumed on horseback from Glen EUen, two miles 
f rom the house, and announced with solemnity that he had 
just cast his vote for Woman Suffrage. *'Woman Suf- 
frage," he expounded, ^'means Prohibition; and that is 
why I voted for it. The normal woman, ' ' he went on, * *has 
no lìking for alcohol ; through ali the ages John Barleycom 
has hurt her heart. Ali that wìll be changed when she wins 
politicai power.*' 

This scene stands forever in the Foreword of ''John 
Barleycom,'' the hook in which Jack London focnsed his 
sensations and vìewpoìnts in regard to alcohol. 

Some time after its publication, he reoeived the letter 
belo w : 
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Oakland, California, May 27th, 1916. 
Mr. Jack London, 

Glen EUen, Calif. 
* ' Dear Friend s 

''I take this opportunìly in forwarding these few lìnes remind- 
ìng you of the coincidences which happened in Our Half Day along 
the Oakland estuary. 

''I understand that my name Spider Healy, along with Soup 
Kennedy, Boche Pierrati, Joe GkKNse and M. J. Hynold has been 
heralded ali over these United States and the rest of the world and 
that you bave realized an abundance of wealth both in moving 
pictures and a hook known as John Barleycom. If you were to 
visit the old haunts of the oyster pirates of the present time you 
would find in a very decrepid condition. Financially and otherwiae 
Soup Kennedy who you described in your hook as a worthy op* 
ponent of Scratch Nelson has been f oUowing the sea as a means of 
livelyhood. But as time and tide wait for no man he has over- 
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looked an opportimity of acqniring a vasi wad. Many times we 
have sat upon the deck lìstening to the strains of the chanties, hoping 
that a tìme would arriye when we would again get together either 
to talk of the old times or to make arrangements to go salmon fish- 
ing to Alaska or sealing to the Bonìn Islands. 

^'I was surprised on more than one occasion to have individuals 
acost me on the Street asking if my name was the Spider Healy of 
John Barleycom fame. On answering in the affirmative I was re- 
minded that my part of yonr John Barleycom was one of most 
importance. 

''There is not a day passes that tourists from the far east and 
ali parts of the United States do not stand and gaze with astonish- 
ment at the old relics of the old St. Louis House and the first and 
last chance saloon where you have gained renown and fortune. 
A few nights ago at the f oot of Franklin Street at which place 
you weighed anchor many a time I sat and listened to the strains 
of some of the Chanties of which you are quite f amiliar. Again it 
brought to mind the old day when you and I heard the same 
songs. (Lorenzo was no sailor) (Blow the man down) (Whisky for 
my Johnies) (well pay Pattie Doyle for his boots) and (Bound 
for the Rio Grande and sailin Home to merry England town.) 

''Li conclusion the main object of calling your attention to 
these f acts is to let you know the conditions that now ezist with 
the pirates whose names bave made you fames, in that hook & 
pian known as John Barleycom. Johnie Hynold and Joe Yiergue 
are the only ones who accumulated a wad and I dare say buried 
it like a dog did his bone. To get a quarter from a tumìp, is 
like extracting the same from these men. 

''Johnie Hynold is estimated according to Bradstreet's to be 
worth about one hundred and sixty thousand dollars and Joe 
Yiergue as you know as accumulating his fortune on our hard eamed 
coin. 

*'I belief that Soup Kennedy has seen his last days as a seaman* 
Strength gone, health gone and eyesight failing what was once a 
big rough rovish stalwart f ellow has dwindled to a mere nothing. 

"I was talking to him a few days ago and in askii^ him what 
the matter was, he told me that a saw bones told him that his lif e 
was going to fiìcker out in a short time. He stated that it was not 
necessary for the old boy to put him on. On more than one occasion 
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I f elt my heart slip a cog or two. Now you know Jack when your 
heart slips a cog or two there is no possible way to replace it by good 
smooth rmmìng gear. Soup is yery much enthused when I told hìm 
that I was about to ask you for a amali bit of assìstance. I do not 
know wkat you are estimated to be by Bradstreet or Wall Street 
but I certainly wonld be ever grateful if you generously would be 
arouBed to such an extent that ìt would be possible for you to loosen 
up and f orward at once a check wìth a substantial amount to pulì 
Soup and myself out of a hole. 

''Now if you want to be a good fellow and bave your name 
heralded as such along the water front where your childhood daya 
were spent with the rest of the pirates you will please grant this 
reqnest at once. 
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'Tour old pala,' 
Soup Kennedy, 
P. S.— We are living at present 416-2nd St Oakland, Cai., and 
will await your earliest convenience, a reply, also that substantial 
check, Joe Gk>OBe is on his last legs. 

"Spider." 

As Jack dìd not invariàbly let his left hand know what 
his right hand did, I do not know what his reply, if any, 
was to the f oregoing. 

Jack's aversion to spending Ghristmas in the prescrìbed 
way oaused many an outing to begin on the twenty-f ourth 
of Decomber. And so, that date in 1911 saw Mr. Kisich 
opening a bottle of champagne in his '^Saddle Bock," to 
8i>eed US on the way east. We slept aboard the Western 
Pacific Limited that night, headed for New York City. En 
route on the Denver and Bio Grande we stopped over at 
Salt Lake City to foregather with my friends the Hairy 
Culmers ; and among other trips. Jack and I went on a little 
pilgrimage to Fort Douglas, where in the '60 's my father, 
Captain Willard Kittredge, had served under General Con- 
nor, his duties including those of Provost Marshal of the 
beautiful, romantic city. 
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The New Year was oelebrated in New York. "And thia 
time,'' Jack assnred me, **we'll go home by way of Cape 
Hom/' 

Ahnost any passage in our companionship I contem- 
plate with more pleasure than that 1912 winter in 
* Gotham. * ' The trip had been one of our happiest ; bnt, once 
off the train, and his enthnsiaBm expressed over the new 
Pennsylvania Station, it was the old story. The city reached 
into him and plncked to light the least admirable of his 
qualities. Out of the wholesome blisses of his western life, 
he plimged into a condition that negated his accastomed 
personality. Nine-tenths of the two months ' time we made 
our headqnarters in Momingside Park East, he was not 
his nsnal self. During the other tenth, cropping np in nn- 
expected moments, the manifestation of his dearest self 
and his love were never warmer nor more illuminating. 

Coincident with onr arrivai, he wamed that he was going 
to invite one last, thoroughgoing bont with alcohol, and that 
when he shonld sail on the Cape Hom voyage, it was to be 
"Good-by, forever, to John Barleycom.'* To me, the 
promised end was worth the threatened means; and my 
comprehension and acceptance of his intention were ap- 
predated. Bnt I conld not fall to regret that new f riends 
shonld know and base their jndgment of Jack London npon 
this imfortunate phenomenon of hinu 

In that Jack London, dmnken, was not as other dmnken 
men, the majority of those who contacted with him during 
a period of what he termed his **white logie'* deemed they 
knew the tme, sober Jack London in ali his panoply of 
normal brilliance. Never, in ali my years with him, did I 
see bini tipsy. An old acquaintance of Jack's, asked con- 
ceming this phase of the author of **John Barleycom," 
laughed: **I bave known him more or less intimately for 
ten years, and I bave never seen him intoxicated. " And 
Jack himself ; ^^I was never interested enough in codctails 
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to know how they were made/* Except in rare cases when 
a single drink acntely i)oisoned bis stomachi npon him the 
effect of alcoholio stimulns was to render pretematurally 
aotive an already auperactive mind. Keen, hair-splitting 
in oontrpversy, reckless of mind and body, sweeping ali 
before him, passionately intolerant of man or woman who 
challenged his way — ali this and more was he in bis *'wbite 
logie" extreme. This nnnatural state, combined with the 
depression New York invariably pnt npon him, was dan- 
gerons. And there was wanting — ^and how were otbers to 
knowf — the splendid, healthy charm of the big man he was, 
the finer potency of his moral integrities, the sqnare tmth 
of his fxmdamental faiths and their observance. Mnch, at 
the timé, I sensed, watching the calendar day by day as the 
day of release from New York approached; more, beyond 
gnesswork, afterward carne to light. Bnt I knew my man, 
and, oontent or not, waited, remembering that I had never 
yet waited in vain to welcome back the sane and lovable 
boy. More and more deeply am I convinced that it is 
not the irks of the wayside that should connt in one's valn- 
ing of events or individuai. I knew my man. Iconldonly 
wish that some others had had such vision for crises like 
these in Jack London 's contact with his kind. 

**New York is one wild maelstrom,*' he saw it that year. 
^^Eome in its wildest days could not compare with this 
city. Here, making an impression is more important than 
making good. ' ' And I take an item from the N. Y. Evening 
World, which throws light npon another observation of 
Jack 'a: 

''In this great city woman does not care for woman friends. 
She wìll boldly teli you 80. She does not tmst them. . . . Theaver- 
age ao-called wise woman of New York City will not introduce her 
attractive men friends to her women friends." 

There oomes to me, aoross the years, somethìng for 
many years f orgotten. He had said to me, very early in 
onr marriage : 
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^*Doii't forget what I liave been and been fhrougL 
There may, mark, I only say may come tìmes when the 
temptation to *drift*— for an honr, or a day, will stick up 
ita head; and I may follow, I have drifted ali my life — 
curiosity, that burning desire to hnow. Tet, I have knocked 

the edge off my curiosity àbout a lot of things. Stili '* 

in his honesty he anticìpated the possibility. 

Once, after the baby had 'been lost to him, I asked 
innocently, *' Where beenf *^ To which, with a teasing look, 
he repUed, **0h, pirooting, my dear — ^l'il teli you, maybe, 
when we 're in onr seventies 1 ' * But long af terward, when 
some association of ideas called for it, there wonld leak 
out, among other hinted adventnrings, the story of a hard- 
fought game of cards in a water-front public house in San 
Francisco, or a weird experience of one sort or another with 
some nameless waif he had elected to trot around with for 
an aftemoon or evening, 

Bef erring to John Barleycom and his montai condition 
in New York, I once asked him if it would not have been 
better for me to withdraw from him at such times — even 
to letting him go alone: **No," he reassured. **You did 
exactly as you should have done. If you had left me, I 
don't know what I should have done/' 

Another chance affair he divulged when in reminiscent 
mood. One aftemoon, in the Forum Cigar store in Oak- 
land, he ran across a man who knew an old Klondike ac- 
quaintance, whose address he gave. Some mistake was 
made, and Jack found himself in a curious little pocket. 
A door, answering his ring, let him into a hall at the foot 
of a narrow stairway, From the upper end a handsome, 
flashy woman called down: 

** Hello, you Jack London I'* 

**How do you know I am Jack London f he countered 
in his surprise at her expectant tone, and mounted several 
steps to have a look at her. 

The woman peered down at him, then drew ba(&, fear 
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and puzzlement in every line and movement. To cut the 
tale short, it appeared that the lady had been keeping com- 
pany for some time mth a man who called himself Jack 
London, whom she had qnite believed was the simon-pnre 
article enjoying a doublé life. She assured Jack^that he 
bore a strong resemblance to her friend. 

Once, that wìnter of 1912 in New York, he had said mth 
smolderìng eyes: **If youVe got the nerve, 1*11 take you 
drif tingi It would be great fun. One lark would be to 
board a subway, any subway, and run to the very end of 
the line ; get off, start in any direction, and ring the beli of 
the first house that took our fancy. Say *Good evening,' 
cordially, to whoever carne to the door, and get inside, talk- 
ing a blue streak, acting as if we were old friends. Of 
course, they'd think we were crazy, and the more familiar 
we got, the more excited they. The police would be sum- 
moned *' he broke off in a gìggle that was the only fa- 
miliar thing in bis manner, ** — but what^s the use?^' he 
finished gloomily. ** You wouldn't be game for a mess like 
thatl but think of the fun!" and he regarded me quizzi- 
cally, as if calculating the ezperiment he was making upon 
the stuff of my character. I flatly declined to be lured by 
this or kindred prospects. He knew I would go with him 
anywhere and back again, but not when he was in this ex- 
treme, unnormal state. So ho resumed bis **pirooting'' — 
I really do not know how to speli the word, and the diction- 
ary is no help. 

A wonder it is that nothing happened to him. Settling 
in a barber's chair one day, he noticed the man was shak- 
ing as with violent ague : 

* * What 's the idea T " he inquir ed kindly . * * Made a night 
of itf'* 

'^Several,*' the barber chattered under bis breath, glanc- 
ing warily around. *'Don*t know how l'm g-g-going to 
shave you or anybody. ' ' 
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And Jack^ with the razor making oblique stabs against 
bis wìndpipe, sensing the wìeider was in danger of losing 
bis job, told bim to **go tbrongb tbe motions, anyway/' 
and be wonld make no fusa. 

**Bnt, man/* I expostnlated, **you migbt bave bad your 
tbroatcutP' 

'^Ob, welly" be said, ^^be was in an awfnl state, and I 
conldn't get np and go ont and give bim away to tbe wbole 
sbop. I didn't enjoy it a bit, I assuré yonl'* 

I bave specnlated if be ever tbougbt to liken bis act to 
tbat of Bobert Louis Stevenson, wbo is reputed to bave ac- 
oepted and smoked a balf-consumed dgarette f rom a leper, 
ratber tban cause affront. Jack bad often brougbt up 
tbat story to illustrate bis oonception of gameness. 

He would not take care of bimself. Cougbing badly, 
week in and week out, be declined to wear otber tban tbin 
**low-cut8*' witb sbeerest of tilk socks. "Don*t botber — 
III be ali rigbt," was ali tbat I, or tbe small fatberly 
Nakata, could eìidt 

Tbe New York World, during tbe Equitable Life fire, 
sent bim a badge tbat gave bim tbe f reedom of tbat pre« 
cinct of ice and flame; but I, wbo sbould bave lìked to 
sbare tbis real adventure, was barred by my sex. 

Dozens of plays we attended togetber; a dozen or so 
books Jack read aloud to me; and tbere was a trip to 
Scbenectady, wbere Frank Hancock, wbom we bad met in 
New Orleans, introduced us to Professor Cbarles P. Stein- 
metz, genius of tbe General Electric, and took us tbrongb 
tbe leviathan plant ; f or Jack was always sharp-set to study 
tbe enormous achievements of the human in bamessing 
force. At Scbenectady we were guests of Dr. and Mrs. 
Cyrus B. Baker. In their home Jack treated bis soni to 
an orgy of music, for Mrs. Baker bad been on the grand 
opera stage, and ber busband was a masterly accompanist. 
Anotber out-of-town week-end was spent at Short Beach, 
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Conneoticati with Mn and Mrs. Robert Wilcox — ^Ella 
Wheeler-— of our Jamaica memories. 

Attending a tea at the Liberal Club on Jannary 27, 1912, 
given in bis bonor. Jack was asked by a socialist if he was 
a '^Direct Actionist." Jack regarded bis questioner cau- 
tiously for a moment, then a^ked bim to define what he 
meant by the term. * * One wbo f avors strikes and the like, ' ^ 
was the definition : 

^'Yes, I am a direct actionist, as yon cali it. Direct 
Action, as I nnderstand it, is teadiing ns the tme fighting 
spirit, wbìch is going to be the greatest asset the people of 
the masses possess when the great struggle finally comes 
between them and their present masters. There is a hard 
time coming. We shall have a big fight, bnt the masses will 
conqner in the end, becanse they form the stronger and 
more stable body. The story of the stmggle will be written 
in blood. The roling classes will not let go nntil it is." 

Some one asked him to give bis ideas on the snbject of 
nniversal peace. He replied that there would come a time 
when ali hnman contention wonld be settled amicably with 
the aid of ref erees, but that we must nse onr fighting spirit 
to bring about this condition. We must fight to stop war. 

"What will you do with the fighting spirit when this 
ideal state comes to passf " some one asked. 

"Dig potatoes with iti" Jack shouted vehemently. 
**Write books with it, govem with it. By tuming this en- 
ergy, now wasted in building up great armaments with 
whidi to kill, into civilized channels, civilization would 
mean twice what it does now.** 

Of writing on bis novel, **The Valley of the Moon,** 
he did almost none; but he iransacted considerable busi- 
ness with publishers. He had lef t the Macmillans, and con- 
tracted with Doubleday, Page & Company for **A Son of 
the Sun.** The Century Company brought out the next 
fourvolumes—*' Smoke Bellew Tales,** "The Night Bom,** 
"The Abysmal Brute,** and "John Barleycom.** In the 
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fall of 1913, with **The Valley of the Moon,'' Jack resumed 
relations with the Maemillans, and continiied thenoeforth 
with that house. 

One writer whose company greatly illmnined onr so- 
jonrn in New York was Michael Monahan; and Jack and 
Richard Le Gallienne got together most pleasantly. Sev- 
eral aftemoons were set aside for receiving callers. Alex- 
ander Berkman carne to see Jack, for the purpose of en- 
listing his aid in the matter of a Preface to his '^Prison 
Memoirs of an Anarchist.^' The two **scrapped*' anoiably, 
and Jack wrote the Preface, bnt, in the nature of their radi- 
cai differences, it was repudiated by Berkman and his as- 
sociate anarchists. I shall include the Preface in some 
future collection, together with Jack's comments upon 
Berkman 's refusai, written several years thereafter. 
** Alexander Berkman,** I quote from the latter document, 
^^could not see his way to using my introduction, and got 
some one else to write a more sympathetic one for him. 
Also, sodally, comradely, he has forgotten my existence 
ever since.** 

Late that year, asked by an Oakland Tribune man if, 
with his interest in the economie aspect of the world, he 
did not find New York the best place for his observations, 
Jackcrìed: 

^'Great Scott, no, no! I must bave the open, the big 
open. No big city for me, and above ali not New York. I 
think it is the cooksure feeling of superiority which the peo- 
ple of the metropolis feel over the rest of the coimtry that 
makes me rage — ^when it does not remind me of something 
near home. Next to my Banch is an institution for the 
feebleminded. When some of the inmates who are not as 
feeble minded as the rest, are through with their chores, 
one or another of them will shake his or her head and say 
with great thankf ulness : **Well, heaven he praised, l'm 
not feebleminded.'' 

**And yet,*' he conduded benevolently, **I feel that 
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way abont New Yorkers only when I see or think of them 
oolleotively. When I meet them one by one it is another 
story. * ' 

Thi8 reminds one of what B. L. S. said, as remembered 
by Bobert S. Lysaght^ to a similar question ; 

'^It is ali the better for a man's work, if he wants it 
to be good and not merely popolar. Human nature is al- 
ways the same, and you see and nnderstand it better when 
yon are standing ontside the orowd." 



CHAPTER XXXV 

OAFB HOBir YOTAOB 
1912 

FOUB of UB sailed around Cape Horn, f rom Baltimore 
to Seattle — Jack London, wif e, Nakata, and an engag- 
ing fox terrier puppy, three months f oolish, who was des- 
tined to play an important part in Jack's honsehold till 
the end of life. * opossum** we named him, in memory of 
a rongh-ooated little Irish gentleman we had known in the 
South Seas — ^brother to dear Peggy of the Snark, immortai 
in our hearts. The fox Possnm figores in * * The Valley of the 
Moon/' which was resmned and completed on the Cape 
Hom voyage, and also in **The Mntiny of the Elsinore," 
this hook being an ont-growth of that experienoe on a wind- 
jammer. Besides **The Valley of the Moon/' Jack made 
copions notes for ^^John Barleyoom," and wrote a short 
Bea story, **The Tar Pot,'* pnblished serially as *'The Gap- 
tain of the Susan Drew,'^ and not yet colleoted in hook 
form. 

It was a very subdued, much-himself Jack London who 
stopped over with me in Philadelphia en route to Baltimore 
to take ship. And Philadelphia imconsciously perpetrated 
a dassic joke on itself : without knowing, it entertained for 
three days at the leading hotel '^ America 's most advertised 
writer." It seemed so strange that I had no accustomed 
duties to perform in the way of answering telephonc calls 
from reporters in the lobby I For not one ever disoovered 
the sprawling signature in the hotel register. The silenoe 
of the brotherhood of scribes was certainly not due to any 
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boycott on Jack London, for they had hitherto appeared 
nnanimously kind to bis work. 

Tbe moming of oar sailing f rom Baltimore, on March 2, 
1912, as I sat alone writing my farewell lettera home, tbe 
door opened and I beard Jack in coUoqny witb Nakata. I 
caugbt tbe words, in a giggly wbisper, **Wait till Mrs. 
London sees mei" Sometbing told me wbat I sbould be- 
bold, and I refrained from raising my eyes until obliged 
to do so. He had long tbreatened to do it, but nntil tben 
bad witbbeld tbe act.because of my pleading. His head was 
as naked as a billiard ball. I looked bim over witb assnmed 
poise, and resnmed my writing. Jack tittered. I said 
* * Yes, I see ; but it isn 't f unny. * ' Jack tittered again. * * But 
it isn't funny," I repeated, beginning to lose bold of my- 
self. **0b, now, don't feel badly, Mate Woman,** he began, 
for my voice was beooming unsteady, I know. *'It is sucb 
a good rest for my head — ^I often did it in tbe old days, at 
sea and around. ' ' 

It was tbe last Straw in a hard winter, to mix a meta- 
phon I wept uncontrolledly for nearly three bours. Tbere 
is a pbotograpb of tbe pair of us, taken that day be- 
side Edgar Alien Poe 's monument, in which a very heavily 
coated Jack London, hat pulled down most unbecomingly 
over a chili scalp, stands witb a woman wbo tries to bidè 
swollen eyes and forlom mouth in a new set of very 
bandsome red fox. Jack looked apprebensive wben I re- 
marked that my own head needed a rest, and started for 
the scissors. But I only sbeared off eigbt incbes. I did 
not again look directly at Jack until tbere was at least 
balf an inch of bair on bis head. 

Tbe Dirigo, 3000 tons net registered, seventeen years 
old, bad been the first steql ship laimcbed by the famous 
Sewalls of Batb, Maine. Sbe was tecbnioally a f our-masted 
barque. Jack chose the Dirigo over a much newer clipper for 
the reason that sbe carrìed skysaìls — ^fast becoming obso- 
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lete. "Ànd how I*d lìke to tate yon aronnd the Hom on a 
ship with moonsaihl^' he lamented the impossibility. 

Captain Omar Chapman, of Newcastle, Maine, was one 
of the fast disappearìng type of lean New England aristo- 
crat, who always presented himself on deck ìmmacolately 
attired, his especial hobbies fine hats and oravats. His 
quiet Yankee hnmor extended to these little f oibles and a 
f rank contempt f or the conunon day of modem deep-water 
sailors. The calm kingliness of his eharacter was in cool 
contrast to that of the Mate, Fred Mortimer, hot-hearted, 
determined, all-around e£5cient driver of a crew that was 
composedy with a few exceptions well along in years, of 
landlnbbers and weaklings. 

Imagine our snrprise to leam that Captain Warren, of 
the Snark, had applied for the berth of seoond officer, al- 
thongh in ignorance of our presence in the ship. As sur- 
prising was the fact that the man who was accepted bore 
the same namel 

We paid $1000.00 for our passage, and, since such ves- 
sels carry no passenger license, had to sign on the articles. 
Jack as third mate, myself as stewardess, and Nakata as 
cabin-boy. It must bave been attributable to Yankee thrift 
that, when ìt became known we traveled with a man, no 
cabin boy was taken along. Therefore many duties af t f eli 
to our private servant, over and above his service to Jack 
and me, and Nakata put up with the gratuitous injustice 
with good grace rather than create unpleasantness. 

The Dirigo stood out to sea in an abating icy gale that 
had held ber boimd for ezasperating weeks. Bough and 
bitter cold it was, but nothing mattered to me except the 
fact that land was left behind, in prospect long months of 
blissf ul sea lif e with its cleansing simplidties. 

In ali the one hundred and forty-eight days, our eyes 
rested on land but once — or in one brief period of two or 
three days — ^literally land's-end, the end of the earth, the 
island of Cape Hom ìtself, with the oontinuous maìnland 
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and islands. Even Diego Bamirez, smister finger of stone 
to the south of the Continente became visible in the war of 
water and doud. 

**Cape Hom on the starboard bowl'* on May 10, was 
the most exdting tocsin, next to a savage war conch, I had 
ever awakened to. 

**Qee — ^you folks are luckyl'* Mr. Mortimer exdaimedy 
aSy ^apped in heavy coats, we dnng to the poop-rail and 
actnally gazed npon the Cape. **I teU you, IVe made this 
passage more tìmes than I can remember, and I haven't 
laid eyes on that there island since 1882! The fog has 
never raised. ' ' And the day bef ore, conditions being f avor- 
able f or the risky f eat, the Captain had been able to reduce 
time by passing throngh the Straits of Lemaire, instead of 
going around Staten Island. It was exoiting bnsiness, 
made more breathless by sight of a great wreck, standing 
stark nprigfat in her doom of shallow water off the main- 
land. 

Our farthest south was Lat. 57^ 32', Lon. 67^ 28'. And 
though we had some little difficulty ^^making westing" and 
were driven back time and again, our traverse **from 50 
to 50'^ was but fifteen days, which is almost better than a 
master mariner dare hope. 

**How could you endure such a lifel^' women a-many 
bave said to me. There was no single moment of weari- 
someness to either Jack or me. Think of the industrious 
working hours — even I, suddenly inspired by one of the 
anecdotes f rom Captain or officers, wrote a sea yam, ' ^ The 
Wheel,'* afterwards published at a round price by a news- 
paper syndicate. He had been much surprised and de* 
lighted when, wifhout wamìng or comment, I laid my 
manusoript with his night-reading. And after I had bene- 
fited by suggestions from hìm: '^It's quite good enough 
for you to go ahead and market I" he advised to my aston- 
ishment. 

For at least three hours daily, on deck in fine weather^ 
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otherwìse sitting below on bis high bunk with a bright 
' ^ angle-lamp ' ' at either end. Jack read alond while I em- 
broìdered a new snpply of fine lingerie. We read every- 
thing from Chinese lore to Eobert W. Chambers. **And 
for once/' my companion grinned, **I Ve time to read Sue's 
^Wandering Jew/ I never conld *see' the time for it. 
before.'^ 

Oh, the vivifying salt air, and the sea-food — good old 
'^salt borse" and beef tongne, and the cook's inspired 
concoctions of tinned dainties! Captain Chapman had 
brought along a well-stocked hencoop solely becanse there 
was to be a woman aboard; bnt after he had been taken 
mysterionsly ili the day before sighting the Hom, the 
fresh eggs had been a boon. Indeed, he lived many weeks 
because of the whites of eggs I was able to serve him ; but 
he died two days after arriving at Seattle — and alas, be- 
fore bis wife could come to him from Maine. Canoer of 
the stomach, the doctors diagnosed. I spent a whole night, 
in the hotel, sadly enough, bnt glad of my detailed notes, 
writing Mrs. Chapman a log of the voyage from the day 
ber husband was stricken. 

So placidly and promptly bis old self was Jack at sea, 
that I, slowly recnperating from acnte nerve-strain, con- 
templated him with the amazement women mnst ever feel 
toward certain phases of their menfolk. My diary ex- 
claims in wonder: **I do believe the man has utterly for- 
gotten New York and its abominations I * ' Bnt later, when 
I had hnrt a finger, and developed a * * run-aronnd ' ' that held 
me sleepless throngh nights of pain, bis devotion seemed 
to carry a new note, and there were moments when I saw 
float np throngh the deeps of bis eyes a knowledge of ali 
that those weary eight weeks had meant to me. 

The Master and Jack gathered fnel for everlasting fnn 
at my expense. Two long oonnecting staterooms had been 
fitted np for ns, that we might bave separate bnnks. It 
was to general systemio npset that I attribnted an annoy- 
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ing attaòk of hives that followed saìling. With tin upon 
tiA of cream of tarlar from the ship's galley my offended 
stomaoh was dosed ; I tried sleeping ali over the vessel af t — 
in the main cabin, and even in the ohart-room, where T 
seemed to rest the best. And the oonsumption of cream 
of tartar and sympathy in the cabin went on apace. Then 
a snspicion began to dawn in the Captain, which precipitated 
an inyestigation of my f reshly painted wooden bunk. The 
secret was ont. Ali the scmbbing and painting and f mniga- 
tion had f ailed to dislodge the last of a nest of the nbiqnitons 
bed-bug that a ship is never able quite to eradicate. A 
broad grin was evident from stem to stem of the Dirigo 
the day a young sailor had finally eradicated the pest, and 
I never heard the last of my ** hives/' 

Wonld you pnrsne beanty indescribable, go to sea on a 
wind-jammer. I know no more exalted moments than 
when, a hundred miles off the coast of Brazil I bave set my 
face to the four qnarters of the heavens, upon which were 
painted as màny astonnding snnsets, with a heavy moon 
lifting to spili thick Silver in a fading copper sea ; or bave 
dung in the eyes of her^ the great steel body of the ship 
plnnging enormously onward among the night-green rollers 
of ber moonlit highway, ber orderly f orest of masts sway- 
ing, swerving, to the weight of f nll sails — ^gargantuan pearls, 
hard and bright, strnng to the loftiest spars of the gofden 
masts, white-gleaming in the very witchery of moonlight 
that transfigures ali their majesty into the immateriality 
of a vision. Masefield knows it aU : 

^'I bave heard the song of the blossoms and the old chant of the 

sea, 
And seen strange landa from under the arched white sails of 

ships. ' ' 

Howconldllivesnchalifet Woeisme — ^how cani live 
withont it t 

Night after night, fair weather or foni— and it was ali 
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of a magnificence, dead cairn or great gans blowing — ^I took 
a note-book and pencìl to the poop hatch, and painted, as 
well as I could in worda^ the sunsets and their mirrored 
reflections on the vast dome. Bits of these ^^sketches" 
are in **The Mutiny of the Elsinore/' On a day I may 
come npon the rest among Jac^'s own notes, and drop an 
hour f rom a bnsy dozen to find my f eet again treading the 
deck or the fore-and-aft bridge of the Dirigo, stately and 
beautiful moving honse of ocean, now, along with our old 
friend the Tffmeric, at one with the slìme. For the Hnns 
got them both. I wonld that mermen and mermaids conld 
people them for ay I 

For exercise we boxed lustily, trained and played with 
the puppy, and dimbed into the **top*' of the mainmast — 
the first f oot-hold of the same above deck, reached by preca- 
rious, Inrching way of the shronds from the rail. In Jack's 
pocket was a hook, in mine my embroidery. Here, remote, 
ecstatic, above the '^wrinkled sea" and the slender fabrio 
of steel, we lived some pf onr finest honrs, enthralled by 
the recnrrent mìrade of nnbored days, love ever regenerate, 
and contemplatìon of our unwasted years. 

Once around the Hom, Jack took to hooking albatross, 
catching quite a number. Some were liberated, but several 
he kepi I stili bave the skins-^twelve f eet from tip to tip, 
if I remember aright. 

One of bis activities was pulling teeth for the crew — 
to say nothing of assisting Possum to shed ber puppy- 
molars which, in lack of normal food and bones, were 
troublesome in letting go. For Jack had not forgotten to 
bring along bis Snarh dentistry case. 

The first news of an ahnost forgotten world in five 
months was of the Titamc disaster, and, next, that our old 
acquaintance, President Alfaro of Ecuador, and bis son (a 
West Point man) had been murdered in Quito and their 
headless bodies dragged through the streets. 

And would any one know what Jack London thought 
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of ^'enduring such a life/' half a year away from the land 
spaces of the world : 

^^Mate," he aaid in ali eamestness, as the dear, gray^ 
battered hnll towed up Pnget Sound, looking pensively at 
the sailors aloft making ali snng, ^ ^I wish it had been a year, 
or years! — ^Yon remember, don't yont how happy I was 
stoéking np ìnexhanstible reading matter, in case we got 
driven back from the Hom and had to doublé the Cape of 
Good Hope, and on aronnd the world that way ! ' ' 

There had been one shadow npon me. One evening 
about three months out, at table, the Mate, Fred Mortimer, 
remarked : 

**I never drink on dnty. I driiÀ very little anyway; 
just a glasB now and again on shore with the fellows.'' 
Jsjók replied, to my dismay : 

'^That is what I am now working toward. I bave, by 
pntting myselfy for the first time in my life, where I am 
absolutely free for months of alcohol, with alcohol en- 
tirely purged from my system — ^in a position, also for the 
first time in my lif e, to review the whole qnestion of alcohol 
with referenoe to myself and that system, and my brain. 
I bave leamed, to my absohite satisfaction, that / ckm noi 
an alcoholic in any senso of the word. Theref ore, when 
I am on land again, I shall drink, as yon drink, occa- 
sionally, deliberately, not because I bave to bave alcohol 
in the economy of my physical system, bnt becai:^se / want 
to, we'U Bay for social pnrposes. I never bave been so 
happy in my lif e conceming alcohol with ref erence to my- 
self, as I am right now this minute. It has never mastered 
me, I now know; it never shalL There is no danger of it 
masteringme.'' 

Although I knew he was givìng ns the honest content 
of bis best condnsions in the matter, I also felt that I 
knew he wonld f ail of the perf ection of snob a pian. He 
did. Bnt what coimts in the end — ^is the end, and near that 
end he drank bnt little. 
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Four days in Seattle were spent, if the newspapera 
were to be tmsted, in a lavender satin-lìned suite, Jac^ at- 
tired exquisitely in pink 8ilk pajamas and reveling in per- 
fnmed ablutions. 

It was the old Puébla that carrìed ns down the ooast 
There were two reasons f or this voyage : one, we were not 
wearied of the sea ; the other, it was f easible f or ns to bave 
Possnm wìth us more than would bave been allowed by rail. 
The evening of Angast second we sat in the front row at 
the Oakland Orphemn, our seats ordered by wireless f rom 
* * ontside ' ' the previons day. And it was one of our happiest 
homecomingSy as will be seen. 

For, the long voyage ended, we looked for another child 
in March — ^a child love-beckoned, to fili a heart's desire 
once bereft. But owing solely to the ignorance in which we 
had been left of certain conditions that should bave been 
corrected before another birth was to be thought of, a 
second blighting disappointment was suffered within a 
month of our return. 

Jack was sadly cast down, though he said little. But 
bis somber state cropped out indirectly in a letter to me. 
He was entertaining a houseful of guests who had been with 
US when I was obliged to go into hospital for a few days. 
Some critidsms had been made of bis supporting a trio or 
more of bis pet hobo philosophers— so picturesquely and 
sympathetically delinea ted in ^^The Little Lady of the Big 
House" as **the seven sages of the Madrono Qrove.** The 
title was a reminiscence of bis delving into Chinese Legend 
on the Dirigo. He wrote me in a strain that showed a cumu- 
lative discouragement with human things that had led him 
to take agriculture so seriously: 

** As for — ^ I get more sheer pleasure out of an hour's talk 

with hun than ali my inefficient Italian laborers bave ever given 
me. He pays bis way. My Ood, the laborers never bave paid theirs. 

The Ranch has never lost much money on X , and Y , and 

Z f and R , and T ^ and ali the rest of the fellows who 've 
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had a few meais and beds out of me. The Ranch has lost a hell 
of a lot on the weak sticks of cash-per-day laborers who 've battened 
off of me and on me. Don 't f orget that the Banch is my problem. 
This one and that one never helped me. It was I, when I was ripe, 
and when I saw a flieker of intelligence in this one and that one, 
who proceeded to shake things down. What ali these various ones 
bave lost f or me in cash is a thonsand times more than the price of 
the few meals and beds l 've given to my bums. And I givo these 
paltry things of paltry vaine ont of my heart. l 've not much heart- 
throb left f or my f ellow beings. Shall I cut this wee bit thing out 
toot" 

Yet right near this time, retnmìng from a week's ab- 
sence, he brought home with him a false friend of bis early 
writing daySy an old beneficiary who, f or some f anoied slight, 
had kept away from Jack for years and talked bitterly 
against him. I, at sight of Jack with this man in tow^ was 
inwardly as mad as a much dampened mother-hen, althougb 
it was ìncunbent upon me to be conrteons in my own house. 
Jack had taken me aside at first opportunity : 

**The poor devil/' he said, **— Mate Woman, be good 
to him ; I know you will. It gave me pleasnre to bring him. 
After ali, he's only hypersensitive — ^I don't know what 
about, in my case ; bnt at any rate, I decided to f orget his 
siUy treatment of me — ^it was only siUy, after ali. ' ' 

Home from the Bohemian Clnb's High Jinks, Jack set- 
tled iato his stride on the new hook, '*John Barleycom,'* 
by some reviewers jocosely dnbbed his **alcoholic memoirs'^ 
and ^ ^ a bibnlons epic. ' ' Bnt the work, containing so much 
autobiographical material of serious portent, was far from 
humorous. Despite the author's sense of artistry that made 
it read like fiction and placed certain exaggerations to best 
advantage, during my typing, as it unfolded day by day, 
I was conscious of shock upon shock at the content of Jack's 
mind. Not only with regard to his past, far and near, was 
I impressed ; but also by a realization of the restlessness and 
deep-reaching melancholy he suffered from the f rustration 
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of bis dearest ambition — ^victorioas fatherhood of my ohil- 
dren. But our days together were happy, and bere is wbat 
be wrote in my copy of ** Smoke Bellew'^: 

^'I am stili filled witb the joy of your voice that was mine 
last night when you sang. Sometìmes, more than any clearly 
wrought concept of yon, there are fiber-sounds in yonr throat that 
teli me ali the lovableness of you, and that I love as madly as I 
bave always loved ali the rest of you.'' 
*'Oct. 2, 1912." 

Fonr bnndred aerea known as the Frennd Banch, bad 
been annexed to the npper reacbes of the Kobler, tbongb 
Jack bad to mortgage. The **Wolf House '* was slowly 
mountingy story by story, Jack's big draft borses laboring 
four and fonr, from a qnarry tbree mìles across the valley 
and np our mountain, witb the great volcanio boulders that 
were the same red-ametbystine bue of the redwood logs 
also to be used in construotion. ^'We gloat over the grow- 
ing red arebes," my diary reads; and to me, in Oakland, 
Jack wrote : 

' ' The stone house grows. Two f our-horse wagons hauling lumber 
to-day — ^20 loads of it. Bar accidents, we'U be in our own home 
next fall" 

And be goes on in tbe same lettor: 

' ' Miss you f I Ve got to bave you away from me f or a couple 
of days truly to appreciate you. To myself , ali the time, these days, 
I keep swearing : ^ She 's a wonder ! She 's a wonder ! ' 

^'For you are. Tou're the best thing that ever happened to 
me. 

''When are you coming homef I miss you so dreadfuUy.'^ 

In early Noyember, I went again into hospital for an 
overbauling that induded a minor operation. We made it 
up that Jack sbould bold my band during tbe taking of tbe 
etber, so that we migbt ''keep up tbe lines'' to tbe end of 
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oonsdonsness. I seemed to come to the Edge of Things, 
when another moment would yìeld me the Biddle of the 
Universe. Poised 09 the brink, I hung in an agony of de- 
sire to fix firmly what I shonld grasp, in order to pass the 
priceless gift to Jack — ^possessed by an overwhehning 
knowledge of what it would mean to bis brain* Then some^ 
thing snapped, and I knew nothing nntil I heard : 

^'She's gone, Mr. London," and I felt him relax bis 
dasp. 

'^Ohy no, l'm not, Mate!'' protested I. Bnt that was the 
last thonght nntìl I came ont. 

Jack's daily calls, with their tea-parties for two, were a 
sonroe of Joy to me; and one day, blowing into my room 
full of news of the day, laden with magazines and books, he 
burst f orth : 

'^I simply cannot teli you what these aftemoons mean to 
me — ^how I look f orward to them f rom day to day ! ' ' 

Then he went on to teli how he had signed a five-year 
serial contract with The Cosmopolitan, for ali bis fiction. 
This, so long as he delivered the pledged amount of fiction, 
was not to interfere with any non-fiction he might write and 
sell to other periodicals. Hence, when the semi-autobio- 
graphical ^^ John Barleycom" appeared serially, it was in 
the Saturday Evening Post. This work, while it created 
a sensation, had no phenomenal hook-sale. Jack laid the 
fact to the PosVs enormous circulationi and vowed that 
the next time he sold anything to that weekly it must pay 
him a larger rate to offset the diminished book-royalties. 
As to the Post itself , he said : 

^^I hate the sight of it— -because, forsooth, when I open 
a number I can't lay it down, and it takes too much time 
from my other reading!'' 

Once, at a dance in a Honolulu hotel, Cyrus Curtis, stand- 
ing alone, was pointed out to Jack. ^^l'm going to bave 
some f un — ^watch me 1 " he whispered. Stepping over to the 
great publisher, he said : 
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**Mr. Curtis, I believet — ^IVe done some work for you 
now and agaìn. ' ' 

The older man, little dreaming that this was the anthor 
of two of his most suoeessful serìals, ^'The Cali of the 
Wild*^ and **John Barleycom/' looked politely inquiring, 
probably thinking the modest-voiced^ soft^xillared man 
might be a typesetter. 

'^ Jack London is my name." 

^ ' Jack London ! — Man, do gei me ònt of fhis t ' ' And the 
twOy arma linked, disappeared ìnto a veranda and were sean 
no more nntil time to go home. 

Becallìng those aftemoon teas in my hospital room, a 
very sweet thing happened one day. Somewhere I have 
referred to Jack's regret that he had never leamed the soft, 
pretty ways of social intercourse. **I never bonght flowers 
for a woman in my lif e, ' ' I had heard him say. One af ter- 
noon, lying and gazing into the snnny tree-tops, I caught 
myself wonderìng how Jack wonld look entering with a big 
bnnoh of double-violets. I tomed to see whom the door 
was admitting, and there was he, red and flnsterìng with an 
armful of flowers, and my donble-violets — ^a bnnch as large 
as his head! ^' There are yours, Mate Woman — and these 
others are for Jean. ' ' His elder girl was ili at her mother 's 
home. Jsjók proceeded : 

**Curious coincidence — ^I Ve just got yonr doctor-bill and 
Joan's nnrse-bilL And they're identical — $125 eachl'* 

^^l'il teli yon something qneerer than that/' I answered, 
handing him a New York check for the same amonnt. 
* * This is in payment for my one and only story, * The Wheel, ' 
— ^and I mean for yon to pnt it into the family pot to pay 
Joan's nurse!** 

''l'il do it, l'U do it!'* Jack looked at me steadily 
a moment, an odd ezpression in the eyes that were as blue 
at the moment as my violets. ^ 

But what could be sweeter than the tale of an inddent 
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that carne from his lips one day when he had slipped into 
the bedside chaìr and taken my hand — ^looking with affec- 
tion npon where it lay, idle for once, in his pahn: 

**I'm a siUy fool, I suppose — ^I don't know what ever 
made me do it; but down in the Forum Cigar Store this 
noon, matching for cigarettes, the men got to talking about 
adventure, and women, and what not. I don't know how it 
carne about; but I found myself tellìng those fellows — ^I 
can't even remember their names — ^how I had once nearly 
signed on to go to the Marquesas ; how I longed to see those 
and ali the isles of the South Seas, with, in my eyes, more 
especially the romance of conquest among the brown 
maidens sung by poet and sailor. . . • Ali very well, my 
dear ; but I didn 't stop with that ; I went on, the proudest, 
happiest man you ever saw, and bragged, positively bragged 
to those city men that when I had at last gone into those 
same South Seas, with the memory of an old longing, it waa 
with my small white woman by my side. And that, co-ad- 
venturerSy we lived our own f aithful romance of the South 
Seas/' 

When I was able to leave hospital and sail on the 
RocMer, he brought her from Vallejo to Oakland, ao- 
companied by a house-guest, Laurence Godfrey Smith, a 
concert pianist whom he had known in Australia. To him 
Jack dedared : 

^'We chose a boat as small as this so that we could flee 
from even our best f riends once in a while ; but we 're going 
to make an exception of you, Laurie. Though, l'm afraid,'' 
dubiously, **that we'U bave to put you to bed on the floor 
beside the centerboard, with the aid of a shoe-hom!'' And 
when, months afterward, we saw ** Laurie'' off to Australia, 
Jack, contemplating the silent grand piano, said : ' ^ It seems 
as if some one had diedi" 
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1913, fhongh it yielded a measnre of good fortime. Jack 
was wont to name hìs '^bad year/' It did seem as if 
almost everything that cotdd hort bef eli hìm. First, there 
was the death of a woman friend, an invalid, whom f or years 
he had seen seldom. Never had I observed hhn so stìrred 
by the passing of any adnlt person. That this one, so 
bright, so brave, shonld bave oeased, f or once made bis 
phìlosophy waver. 

^'I did something last night I never did before,'' he 
oonfessed. ^^I conoentrated every thought and actually 
tried to cali that girl back. If any one could, I think it 
wonld he myself . . . • Of oonrse, ' ' he smiled half-f oolishly, 
** there was no answer.^' 

His sister's boy, Irving Shepard, was nearly electro- 
cated while playing in a tree during school reoess, and lay 
precarionsly ili f or months in our house. 

Jack himself had to nndergo a sndden operation for 
appendicitis. 

One of the most valnable draft brood-mares, in f oal, was 
f onnd dead in pasture, f rom a buUet 

An old man ran amuck one night and '^shot up the 
ranch. " Jack landing upon the scene, in the space of three 
seconds had disarmed the lunatic, who, in retaliation, haled 
him into court for '^chokìng an old man into insensibility. ' ' 
^^Me, choking an old man into insensibilityl^ Jack fumed. 
"Can't you see met" 
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Then, there was serious want of early rains, and a 
^ ^ false sprìng" brought out blossom and yonng f ruit imtime- 
ly, only to be f rosted after belated showers. On top of that, 
the valleys of California were visited by a piagne of grass- 
hoppers. They fastened even npon Jack's baby enoalyptns 
treesy which were snpposedly immune f rom pest and blight. 
Nature 's beneficence, in bis view, was more than connter- 
balanced by nature 's cruelty. * * Certainly, * * he would groan 
in unison with bis harassed sister, ^ ' God doesn 't love the 
f anneri Look at that beautiful half-grown oomfield 
soorched and withered by sun and north windl'' 

One of the bitterest mischanoes was an attaok upon hìm, 
in court, by a moving-pioture promoter whose name enemies 
metamorphosed into ^^Porohclimber." The suit was brought 
to establish whether or not Jack London owned any copy- 
right in bis work. A noted eastem attomey was retainedi 
one whom we heard had had a band in the drafting of copy* 
rìght law, to take charge of the infamous prosecution. The 
whole affair was so baldly pemidous that the Los Angeles 
judge threw it out of court 

Jack had gone into the fight with every atom of bis 
energy, and, since bis downfall would mean that of ali 
American authors, he was backedi should he lese, by the 
Authors' League of America, in the determination to carry 
the fight into the highest courts of the Union. Very quietly 
the noted lawyer retumed whence he came, and it has never 
come to my ears that he boasted of the part f or which he 
had been cast 

Later on, as an outcome of the oontroversy, two film- 
versions of *'The Sea Wolf were being shown on opposite 
sides of the same Street in Los Angeles. Of Hobart Bos- 
worth's depiction of the hero Jack said: 

**When I wrote *The Sea Wolf,' the physical inutge 
of Larsen that took shape in my mind was more or less 
vague in outline and detail. Neyertheless, it was there, in 
my mind, and I carried it with me f or years, until it was 
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almost real to me. But it fled, lìke a ghost at daybreak, when 
I saw on the screen Mr. Hobart Bosworth, the real, three 
dimension, flesh-and-blood Sea Wolf . Until I die the image 
of the Sea Wolf will be Mr. Bosworth as I saw him on the 
screen. ' * 

There were moments, dnrìng the preparation for the 
copyright fight, when Jack became &o enraged that I was 
alarmed about him. But one moming, after an untoward 
outbreak of '^catastrophic red wrath" the preceding night, 
he carne to me with a face of humility : 

' * l 'm ali right now, Mate. You needn 't be af raid for me 
any more. l'il be good from now on. — Only, you know, it's 
awfully hard to sit by qnietly and let these sons of toads 
try to take the eamings of your whole life's work away 
from you 1" 

**If they get me/' he said one gloomy day when I had 
cheered him with the reminder that I shared bis trouble 
equally, and that we must enduro everything shoulder to 
shoulder, "If they get me, you might as well know that 
we'U lose everything we bave — ^the Ranch, even; every- 
thing. But IVe stili my earning capacity, and we^l buy a 
big ship outright, one of those we were looking at last 
winter in the Alameda Basin. And we '11 put in a fireplace, 
like Lord and Lady Brassey's on the Srmbeam, and take 
your grand piano, and be quit f orever of a country where a 
man's life-work can be cheated out of him by a lot of thea- 
trical sharks and their crooked copyright lawyers — and 
we'll teli them ali to go to beli !" he wound up out of breath. 
And later, ** Why, we could even pick up odd freights bere 
and there over the world," he became interested in spite 
of bis righteouB wrath, ' ' and make the old tub pay for her- 
self I What do you say t ' ' 

Banch guests can attest the incredulous delight my at- 
titude afforded him in this dark period. ^'Would you be- 
lieve it ! " he was never tired of aodaiming, ^ * I actually think 
she wanted me to ride to my fall 1 I rather thought the idea 
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did noi shock her muoh. By next momìn^ she had got well 
under way with oabin-plans — ^and as the days went by and 
my tronbles and my moods smoothed out^ she seemed dis- 
appointed that I was noi to be driven to embarking upon 
the endless voyage. ' ' 

Perhaps I twj^ disappointed — ^why nott Had he not al- 
ways proved a oahner, happier soni in a sea-existence away 
from the warrìng frictions of the landt 

It may be that hardest of misf ortnnes was the losmg of 
Jack 's * * dream house ' ' by fire. Everything else paled, how- 
ever, when one day, overheated on a long walk while suffer- 
ing from a bad attack of poison-oak, I f eli ili. For some 
time Jack had been absorbed in work, ranch, and other 
problems; but now, faced with a human, vital considera- 
tion, ali beside oould go by the board. As he said : 

^'Mate Woman, I always suspeoted I had a heart, but 
now I know. I am the proudest man in the world — ^I bave 
a heart. And when I was face to face with the possibility of 
losing yoUy that heart seemed to come right into my throat — 
I ate it, I teli you, and I forced it down. Truly, truly, I 
wasneardying!'* 

It was about this time that he said to a man friend, 
who told me long afterward, ^^If anything should happen 
to Charmian, l'd kill myself. I wouldnH try to live without 
her. ' ' 

There were strains and wounds unhealable dealt Jack 
in that unlucky twelve-month, trials of spirit that caused 
hìm to say in retrospect: 

* * My face changed f orever in that year of 1913. It has 
.ne ver been the same since.'' 

Stili, midmost of ali this, he protested having been 
called a pessimist by a Jewish cub reporter : 

^'I am not a pessimist at ali. Why, I exploited to you 
that love is the biggest thìng in the world, and held out my 
arms to you and to aJl the world in love while I was 
talking to you. No man who is a lover can be a pessimist. 
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When you bave grown a few years older, you will realize 
that a man who disagrees with yonr politica!, economie and 
sooiological belief 8, does not necessaiily bave to be a pessi- 
mist— -espedally if be be a self-prodaimed lover. ' ' 

I was not snrprised wben Jack announced tbat be bad 
made a gamble. Two brothers-in-law of a famous writer, 
with allnring credentials, bad approaòhed bim witb a propo- 
sition to excbange bis signature for certaìn Mexican land 
stooks. Jack looked very oarefnlly into tbe business, and 
assured me be was safe in case tbe project fell tbrougb. 
' ^ I invest notbing, you see. Tbey want my name in it, that 
is ali; and I stand to win." But tbey got bim in tbe end. 

Tben tbere was a so-called '^fidelity" loan outfit tbat 
<<trimmed" bim for a similar amount Tbis matter was 
taken into court, and wbile the company was patently 
f raudulent, it won upon a tecbnicality. Jack bad cbosen a 
youthful lawyer who bad bis career to make: 

^^Migbt as well give an unknown a chance 1 And be'U 
probably represent me as well as anotber," He was fond 
of saying: ^^A 'practitioner' is one who practices upon bis 
victims, anywayl" 

These two ventures left Jack out of pocket about ten 
thousand doUars. Once I made ref erenoe to them, and be 
said: 

^'Please — ^I don't want to talk about them at ali." 
Wbidi was unlike bis usuai eagemess to elucidate bis af- 
fairs. It must be recorded tbat wben he went into specula- 
tions, be labeled them frànkly: 

^'Bemember what I teli you, in case these go wrong — 
that tbey are deliberate gambles. I tbìnk tbey are good 
gambles ; but sheer gambles tbey are. Tbere 's nothing like 
playìng a flyer on a long chance. Pure lottery. Sometimes 
a chance proves a big winner. I Ve never won anything yet. 
Maybe no w 's my chance I ' ' 

Ali I bad to say was tbat a man who ^'made good" as 
he did, in ali bis obligations, bad a right to ^'take a flyer" 
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upon occasion. Jack smiled wìth pleasnre; and bis face 
bore the sanie expression when he told some one how, one 
day aboard the Roamer, lying oft an inland city, I had 
said: 

**Don't let yonrself get stale aboard, if you feel like hav- 
ing a little recreation, Why don't you go ashore and look 
np a good card game of some sort. It will do you good/' 

He took the suggestìon, but retumed shortly. 

^ ^ Oh, I pirooted aronnd a while, and watched some play- 
ing; but I didn't see anything that looked half so good 
to me as this cabin and the little wìfe-woman who wanted 
me to do as I pleasedl • . . Where's that pìnochle deckf 
I can beat you a rubber of three out of five games bef ore 
Sano has that fish-ohowder ready.'' 

January aboard the Roamer saw Jack drafting his first 
chapter of ''The Mutiny of the Elsinore'' — ^a whac^ing 
good sea-story, true, modem; beneath the romance and 
action a heartfelt protest against the decayed condition 
of the American merchant marine. It was finished in 
August, and serial publication, under title of ''The Gang- 
sters/' begon in Hearst Magaeine for November. For 
once, he was touched with his creation. This from my 
diary : ' ' Mate has a great moment in creating the character 
of Captain West. Stopped me as I went by, to read me 
moming's work; and his eyes were shining with joy in our 
mutuai appredation of what he had done." In my gift- 
copy is written, dated September 21, 1914 : 

"We, toc, have made this voyage togeiher, and, in ali happi- 
ness, known the winter North Atlantic, the pamperoe off the Piate, 
and the Soa 'west galea and Great West Wìnd Drift off the Hom. 
And we 'made westing,' as we have made westing in ali the years 
since first we loved.'' 

"Lying on the beach at Waikiki," wrote a Honolulu 
newspaperman, "I leamed that 'The Mutiny of the Elsi- 
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nore' was written io iUnstrate how the blond wfaite man 
from the Northern oountries of Europe is rapicUy being 
orowded ont of America, and that as he disappears, he 
wìll go down fighting to the last» bnt that he will go down 
beneath the weight of the Latin, the Slav, and other South- 
ern European raoes that are pouring into America, whom 
he can role as long as he Uvea, but with whom he cannot 
successfolly compete in the continuai stmggle for exist- 
enoe/' 

Home from our blissful river-drifting, Jadc plunged 
deeper than ever into ranch development, the while we 
honeymooned amidst ali the quickening farm activitìeB. A 
^'frosty honeymoon/' Jack laughed, for ice was in the 
ground, and there was an unwonted snowf ali. In Maroh he 
gave me ^'The Nig^t-Bom/' with this in ita fly-leaf : 

' ' Dear My- Woman : 

**The seasons come and c^. The yeara slide togeiher in the long 
backward trail, and yet you and I remain, welded with our anos 
about each other moving onward together and unaf raid of any 
future,'' 

In a new edition of ''The Cali of the Wild/' illnatrated 
by Paul Bransom, he wrote : 

'^It was many dear years ago when I first gave you a copy of 
this hook — ^in the days when I was hearing a love cali ; and never 
has that same love called more loudly than it calls now in this 
year 1913, when my arms are stili full of you, and my heart stili 
full of you." 

It was aU a part of bis yeamìng to escape from the world 
at largo. Several times, without self-consdousness, even 
bef ore others, he held out bis arma to me when I carne into 
the living room — ^aa if he must daap aomething, acme one 
that came neareat to nnderatanding hia need. 
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To facilitate his heavy oorrespondenoei a diotaphone was 
added to onr office eqnipment — ^a spring maohinei in antici- 
pation of the installation of electrìcity. I was serioufily 
concemed at this innovation, realizing its threat toward 
the old intimacjr of working honrs. 

^'Bnt think, mj dear/' Jack explained, jnstly indeed, 
^^I don't have to wait for you; I can diciate to the damned 
thing any moment, in bed, even, if I pleasci while yen pnrsue 
your predous beauty sleepl'* 

After which he praetised on the ^'damned thing'' for 
an nnintermpted aftemoonp reeling off half a hnndred 
neglected lettera. When I carne to transcribe them, at the 
end of each cylinder I was greeted with a love message in a 
fair imitation of my hnsband's voice: '^Her master 'a 
voice!'' giggled he. How conld any one try to obstmct 
the progress of snch a beingi 

In Aprii, he went to Los Angeles on moving-picture 
business, but was back in three days: ^^I never stay very 
long where you are not, ' ' he said upon retuming. 

In May **The Abysmal Brute," that **brief for the 
purification of the prize-fight game," came from the Cen- 
tury Company, catching its author in a darker phase than 
even I had gnessed ; for when he put the little hook into my 
hands, I found this inside: 

"The years pass, we live much, and yet, to me, ! find but one 
vìndìcation for living, but one bribe for livìng — and that vindica- 
tion is you, the bribe is you. 

"Tour Lover, 
"Jack London/' 

And bere is something about love : 

"Woman, beyond ali doubt, remains the biggest tUng in the 
world to-day. The love-motif is the highest thing that can exìst 
between normal humans. To me, exìstence is ìmpossible without 
love. Love does not lead nor direct. Love satisfies as no other thing 
in human knowledge satisfled. Love is the ultimate benediction of 
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livìng. It ezmobles ; it makes the ìmpossible possible ; it makes lif e 
worth Kving/' 

A portion of Jaòk's hypochondria' might be laid to the 
bodily distemper that was leading up to an acute attack 
of appendicitis. I think he was subsequently in lighter 
humor. The history of bis recovery f rom the knif e, against 
illustrating that magnificent physical endownmenty might be 
written down as ''nneventful'' in the annals of surgery, 
except for its astonishing rapidity. 

On July 6, we rushed him to Oakland and into hospital. 
On the 8th, Dr. William S. Porter operated. Four days 
later, an important moving-picture conference was held in 
Jack's room. Other aftemoons were fiUed with callers, 
and his room was banked in flowers. '^Only,'' the bed-rid- 
den one grambled sheepishly, ^'I wish men wouldn't bring 
me flowers — somehow it makes me feel silly." Frolich, the 
scnlptor, nnwittingly nùtigated the sitnation by contribut- 
ing an absnrd corbel, a cowled monk in the ultimate throes 
of seasickness, and Jack racked himself with mirth. News- 
paper men and women carne and went, and headlines f eatur- 
ing ^'The Cali of the Wild Appendix," and ^^ Jack London 
Takes the Count," beguiled his moming tray. 

On the seventh day, the patient stood on his feet, then 
inspected the building f rom a wheeled chair. Next mom- 
ing, Dr. Porter, in his own car, conveyed Jsmk London to the 
house on Twenty-seventh Street. The obstreperous con- 
valescent insisted upon going out to dine the followìng 
night, as well as to the theater, enjoyed a Turkish bath and 
a caf é dìnner on the tenth day after the operation ; and on 
the twelfth he left for Los Angeles to jump into 'Hhe hot- 
test, hardest business fight" of his lif e with the wily but 
ingratiating Hebrew, Mr. **Porchclimber.'' The twentieth 
day beheld him at home and in the saddle — another tribute 
to his own vitality and to the cunning of his surgèon friend. 

Jack could not abide ether as an ansesthetic. This time 



THE BAD YEAB 261 

he was first given chlorof orm, and whe% once xinconsoiouS) 
ether was substitnted, he resisted so violently that chloro- 
f orm again had to be resorted to. 

With that prescience of the Builder that brooks no de- 
lay, Jack mortgaged everything in sight, even our cottage 
and the new one he had erected f or Eliza, to obtain funds 
needf ul f or bis big aìms. On Angast 18, with bnt $300 in 
bank, and largo obligations pressing, he negotiated another 
mortgage in order to complete the Wolf House bef ore win- 
ter. But I always knew, beyond questioning, that no matter 
what hazards he seemed to be taking, he divined the way out. 

The Bank placed an insurance on the Hill Ranch cover- 
ing half the amount loaned. There was no other insurance 
on the huge purple-red pile, since every one agreed that 
rock and concrete, massive beams and redwood logs with 
the bark on, were practically fireproof unless ignited in a 
dozen places, owing to the quadrangular construction and 
cement partitions. 

Nevertheless, three nights later, Augnst 22, the entire 
inflammable part of the high stono shell was destroyed. I 
was awakened by voices from Jack's porch. Tiptoeing out, 
I saw Eliza, by bis bedside, point in the direction of the 
Wolf House half a mile away, where flames and smoke rose 
straight into the windless, star-drifted sky, 

Teams were hamessed, and leaving the Japanese to 
keep an eye on things at home, if incendiarism was in the 
air, we drove leisurely across the Ranch. '^What's the use 
of hurryf" Jadc demanded. '^If that is the Big House 
buming, nothing can stop it nowl'' 

Ali the countryside, that had come to feel a personal 
pride and ownership in '^ Jack's House," had gathered or 
was arriving. Public sentiment ran high: and I think, 
had the criminal or criminals who fired it been detected 
that night, there would bave been a stringing-up to the 
nearest limbs, in lusty frontier fashion. 
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Already the beautiful red-tiìe roof had clatterect down 
inside the glowìng walls, and the only care that need be ex- 
ercised was in regard to the adjaoent forest. ^'Promise 
me," I said to Jack, so lately out of hospital, ^Hhat yon 
won't forget yourself, and overdo." He made the pledge 
and kept it, very qnietly walking abont and directing the 
men. 

"Why don't yon cry, or get exdted, or something, yon 
two t ' ' asked a neìghbor. ^ ' Yon don 't seem to realize whati's 
happened to yon I ' ' 

^^What's the nsef Jack repeated bis thonght. '^It 
won't rebnild the house. — ^Though it can be rebuiltl" he 
swore oheerf ully, purpose in bis eye. 

But uneraseably beneath our contained exterior lay the 
vision of it six hours bef ore, palpitating in the mid-sum- 
mer sunset light, when we had emerged on horseback f rom 
the ravine Jaok called bis house-garden. He had burst out : 

**How beautiful — Our House, Mate Womanl Did I tèli 
you that Harrison Fisher, after I brought him home from 
the Jinks two weeks ago, told some one it was the most 
beautiful house in the Westf " 

Yes, Jack laughed and buoyed up the spirìts of the 
Ranch while his dream castle ascended in lurid smoke that 
hot August night. But when at f our in the dawn, the tension 
relaxed, and uppermost in his mind loomed the wicked, cruel, 
senseless destruction of the only home he had ever made 
for himself, he lay in my pitying arms and shook like a 
child. After a few moments he stilled, and said : < 

^'It isn't the money loss — ^though that is grave enough 
just at tMs tìme. The main hurt comes from the wanton 
despoiling of so much beauty." 

A long pause, and then, referring to the recent death 
of the bridegroom of a young friend : 

**Do you know — ^thLoking it ali over, l'd be willing to go 
through this whole night again, and many times, if it could 
bring Tom back ! ' ' 
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We never did leam whose band applìed the torch. I 
had ali but wrìtten ' * assassiiL ' ' For the razìng of his house 
killed Bomething in Jack, and he never ceased to feel the 
tragic inner sense of Iosa. To this day the mina of amethys- 
tìne stono, areh beyond aroh, tower above tower, stand 
mute yet appealmg. Total strangers, not ali of them women, 
havé^ept before them, bave orìed out, **Poor JaAI" 

From his immediate aotions, however, none but Eliza 
and I guessed the extent of his repining. Something had to 
be done, and quickly. Forni, the master-mason, must be 
taken in band. He was like a father who had lost a child, 
and in danger of losing his reason. Two of his men, the 
big, blue-eyed Martinelli brothers, wandered around the 
unapproaohably hot ruins like spirits suddenly bereft of 
Paradise, crossing their breasts and murmuringi '^Maryl'' 
^^Christl" Even Jsjck had to tum away when the man 
who had nailed the last Spanish tile before the conflagra- 
tion, said with wet eyes : ' * Well, my roof never leaked, any- 
wayl'' 

The fire was on Friday. On Monday, Jack had the en- 
tire crew putting up a splendid retaining-wall of mossy 
gray stono, that had long been in his eye, on the right of a 
driveway to the smoking walls which oame to be known 
simply as The Buins. Eliza was scarred to the soni by the 
sudden wiping out of ber work — she had superintended the 
building from start to finish; but she met Jack whole- 
heartedly in showing the workmen and the country round- 
about that the end of the world had not come. It was when 
we carne to readjust that the loss beoame most evident 

My diary caUs it up : 

''We lay aside notes and samples, and plans drawn for 
this and that, and feel as if the bottom had fallen out of 
everything— light, queer, unreal." 

I bave been asked why Jaak London, socialista friend 
of the common man, built so large a house. And I bave been 
glad that there were those who asked, for it has ever been 
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my 8xispÌGÌon that some one who waited not to ask, set the 
brand to that house. 

How shall I sayf Jack coold not traffio in small things, 
any more than he oonld deftly handle trìfling objects with 
his fingers. Ali he did was in a large way. His boyish 
memories were of moving from one small, inadeqnate 
wooden domicile to another. Being what he oonld not help 
beingy and remaining trae to himself , lover of large and 
endnring things, he mnst invite sparìonsness and solidity — 
room to breathe in, and for others to breathe in. The an- 
dent frame cottage in whioh on the ranch he lived and 
worked and received ali men at his table, was entirely dis- 
proportionate to his needs. Being so indef atigable and sys- 
tematic a worker and thinker he reqnired everything to his 
band. A smoothly mnning domestic menage made for 
efficiency in other matters. Here, where he had to live dnr- 
ing the three years while the Wolf Honse building went 
on intermittently, the rooms were crammed and jammed 
and spilling over with the very implements of his many 
branches of endeavor. Only the oombined efforts of the 
two of nSy and later a third, a secretary, made it anythìng 
less than distracting for Jack to fnnction in the oramped 
apartments. Three-qnarters of his library was packed away 
molding in the big stone barn half a mile away, and many 
the time he oonld not lay his band npon some volume espe- 
dally needed. 

Wanderer, yet deeply fond of his own home, a place 
for the permanence of his treasnres — carios, blankets, books, 
^^gear" — ^he sighed with content knowing that in the big 
house there wonld be a story in one wing devoted to the 
library; above that, his roomy work-den; on the first floor, 
dining room and kitchen. The middle story of the opposing 
wing was to be mine — ^a place where I might retreat to rest 
and cali my soni my own when the ontside world was too 
mnch within onr walls. Above, Jack's sleeping tower 
reared. Beneath mine were the gaest diambers, and, stili 
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below, servants ' quarters and the lìke. The connecting link 
of these two wings f ormed a two-story living-room, partially 
flanked by a gallery ; and nndemeath this high hall lay what 
Jack termed the ^'stag room," where no f emale might ven- 
ture except by especial ukase f rom the lords of creation who 
might lounge and play billìards and otherwise disport them- 
selves thereìn. The house foundation measured roughly 
eighty f eet f rom corner to corner. 

It should be thought of , that house, in relation to Jack, 
not as a mansion, but as a big cabin, a lofty lodge, a hos- 
pitable tepee, where he, simple and generous despite ali 
bis baffling intricacy, could stietch himself and beam upon 
you and me and ali the world that gathered by bis log- 
fires. I know a friend who appreciated this largeness of 
the man, and who with man's tendemess calls him the Big 
Chief. 

To one who suggests that this house would bave been a 
recreation place f or gnests ^ ' aoquired by the sole reason of 
Jack's fame and prosperity,'' I am able to protest that it 
would bave been the contrary— in the Wolf House as in the 
ridsety cottage, our transient household would bave been 
made up mostly of the wanderers, the intellectual (and 
otherwise) hoboes, sometimes washed, sometimes not, while 
the master drove bis pen for the multitude without As 
always, these would bave come to sit with us, and fumish 
grist for Jack's unsleeping brain-mill. That was the sort 
of ^^inspiration," to quote my inquirer, he would bave con- 
tinued to draw about him '^within such walls of stone.'' 
Why, the very f orm of the rough rock hacienda was an in- 
vitation, with its embradng wings, its sunny pool between 
the wide, arched corridors and grape-gnaried pergola 1 The 
reason that seekers after the truth about Jack London find 
more reminder of him in the simple red boulder that lies 
upon bis ashes than in the aching ruins of bis great house, 
is because they do not know the ali of Jack London. He 
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was a man bef ore ali else — ^big and solid, and spaoions, and 
nnvaryingly trae to himself . 

And so with bis ranching. Tbere, too, be wrongbt large- 
ly ; * * No picayune metbods f or me, ' * be wonld vow. * * Wben 
I go into tbe silence, I want to know tbat I bave left be- 
bind me a plot of land wbich, after the pitifnl failnres of 
otìiers, I bave made productive. • • • Can't yon seef Ob, 
try to see I — ^In tbe solution of tbe great economìe problems 
of tbe present age, I see a retnm to tbe soiL I go into f arm- 
ing becanse my pbilosopby and researdi bave tangbt me to 
recognize tbe fact tbat a return to tbe soli is tbe basis of 
economics ... I see my farm in terms of tbe world, and 
tbe world in terms of my farm ... Do you realize tbat I 
devote two bours a day to writing and ten to farmingf — ^my 
tbougbt-work, my preparation, at nigbt, and wben I am out- 
of-doors.'* 

Sìmilar revelation of bimself be gave on tbe witness 
stand only a few days bef ore bis deatb, wben suit bad been 
brougbt to restrain bim from using bis sbare of tbe waters 
of a creek boundary muob needed in bis scbeme of agri- 
culture. But in tbe whole sad affair, wbicb contributed its 
weigbt toward bis break-down, not one iota of understand- 
ing was accorded bim by tbe prosecutors, among wbom were 
some near and dear to bim. 

From time to time I would ask: **Wben, in tbe years to 
come, do you tbink you will ever pulì even, financially, witb 
your rancb project?" And it was always witb a laugb tbat 
he would return: **Never, my dear — ^at least, I want and 
expect to bave tbe place eventually sustain itself . Tbat 
would be tbe naturai object. But it will never make money 
for me, because there is so muob developing I want to keep 
on doing, endless experiments I want to make. ' ' 

A noted socialist lecturer, with misapprehension and 
prejudice in bis eye, spent a day or two on tbe ranch. '' At 
last I see, ' ' said be. ' ' I was wrong. In your work bere, as 
you unfold it to me, I see a sodai creaiionF* 
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Once more, let me impress : temperamentally Jaàs. Lon- 
don was a Builder of books, of honses, of roads, of soil, of 
things that would ontlast merely temporary uses. My house 
will he standing, act of God permitting, for a thousand years. 
My boat, act of God permttvng, wUl he intact and afloat a 
hundred years or five hundred years hence. Little cali to 
point out that he did not build for hìmself alone. 

*' Who will come after us, Mate Woman!" he looked into 
the distances. **Who will reap what I have sown here in 
this almighty sweet land? Tou and I will be forgotten. 
Others will come and go ; these, too, shall pass, as you and 
I shall pass, and others take their places, each teUing his 
love, as I teli yon, that life is sweet I'^ 

He was fond, at this timo, of having me play Arthur 
Foote's Bubaiyat Suite, particularly the section illustrat- 
ing 

^'How Bultan after sultan, with bis pomp, 
Abode his destined hour, and went his way." 

And Macdowell's **Sea Pieces'' swept him out upon the 
tide of his dreams. 

Trae to his determination not to be downcast over the 
houseburning. Jack redoubled ranch operations. '^I am 
the sailor on horseback!" chanted he. ^^Watch my dustl 
. . . Oh, I shall make mistakes a-many ; but watch my dream 
come true. ' ' And, as he loved the name of Sailor, Skipper, 
Captain, for the love he bore the sea, so he now loved as 
weU to be greeted Farmer, what of his overmastering de- 
sire to make blossom the exhausted wilderness. Beauty, in 
his precincts, began to reveal itself more and more in the 
light of tillable soil, of food-getting eflSciency. '^DonH 
grieve about the clearing of that field, or that little dump 
of scrubby redwoods,'' he would say. **We get used to a 
certain view, and the idea of altering it is untenable, 
But when it is altered, we are surprised how soon we adjust, 
and even forget. Bemember, there is endless wildwood 



268 THE BOOK OF JACK LONDON 

f arther back — it isn 't as if I were depriving you of it. Try 
to dream with me my dreams of f niitf ul aerea. Do not be a 
slave to an old coneeption. Try to realize what' I am 
after/' 

In step with the day-dream went the visions of his 
slmnber, and he loved them : ^ ' I am a keen dreamer ^ and I 
love to dream. It seems to me that my lif e is doubled by the 
amount of dreamìng I do every night. ' ' Of ten he recounted 
to me a story of long honrs spent in a verdant land where he 
seemed to be proprietor, rolling country where^ just be- 
yond each bill, great schemes of agricnltural betterment 
weve flourishing. Many times, he said, I was by his side : 
but for the most part he would be instracting intelligent 
f oremen how to carry out his ideas. This trend in his tm- 
conscious mind increased unti! the day of his death. 

The former quiet of the ranch gave place to a pervasive 
hnm of important matters afoot. Bending blasts of dyna- 
mite far afield spoke of a new era in the somnolent order 
of the old land of the Spaniards. Jack f ounded his pure- 
bred English Shire stable by the purchase of nothing less 
than Neuadd Hillside, grand champion of California, and 
once prize-winner in Èngland. He weighed a ton, and was 
wondrously shaped withal. Cockerìngton Princess, cham- 
pion of her own sex, also came to gladden our eyes, while 
the converting into stables of theretofore unused stono win- 
ery buildings went on apace. Into each barn, for the men 
to scan and heed, was posted a long list of rules borrowed 
from a great western express corporation for the care and 
use of the horses. 

^' Although the tails of these imported horses are dodsed, 
we won't dock their colts/' Jack remarked on the day the 
two grand beasts, pranked out show-fashion in colored 
worsted, were unloaded from the stock ^'palace car*' amidst 
much comment in Glen Ellen. '^Do you know,'' he asked 
me, ^^why horses like those aren't common sights on the 
country roads of the United States f l'U teli you: because 
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our farmers are so stnpidly wasteful about saving feed! 
I mean just that. Instead of crowding the developinent of 
a Colt, particularly the first year, by care and f eeding, he 
tnms it out to grub for itself in pasture. That first year is 
like the first year of any other baby. It's what so vitally 
counts. ' ' ^ 

Sìx days before his voice was silenced. Jack said some* 
thing like the foUowing to an interviewer: 

''What is the difference between this good team and 
that team of scrubs? Man alivel What is the difference 
between that field, as it is now, and the same field as it was 
two years agof What is the difference between anything 
that is strong and fine and well arranged — ^be it words or 
stones or trees or ideas or what not — and the same elements 
as they were in their imorganized weakness? Man — ^the 
brain of man, the effort that man had put into man's su- 
preme task — organizingi That is the work of man, work 
that is worth a man's doing — to take something seoond-rate 
and chaotic and to put himself into it until it becomes 
orderly and first-rate and fine.'* 

He was, in short, really far more interested in intro- 
ducing better f anning into Sonoma County and the country 
at largo than he was in leaving behind masterpieces of 
literature. 

As usuai, for hìm to think out a thing was to see it done ; 
and early he had leamed, with his instinct for teaching and 
for effort-saving, to instruct others now to act upon what 
he thought out. Thus, he was pressing his sister hard aÀd 
ever harder, firing her with the depth and breadth of his 
outlook. There were long, grilling hours of discussion — 
he trying to inculcate his prìnciples, she giving him the bene- 
fit of what her practical judgment, regardless of books, 
prompted her to do. 

Here are two loose notes among his many : 

''Please, please, know that I carry only general prìnciples in 
my head, and do not carry details.'' 
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'^Tou must always allow me the latitude of a mind that is 
filled with a million other things that have nothìng whatever to do 
with thÌB ranch, so that when I query, I query honestly and sin- 
cerely and wìthout ulterior purpoae, so that ali I want is what I 
ask for, and I don't want guessed replies to what you guess are 
ulterior questions on my part. I ain't got no ulterior questions or 
motives, buty just once in a while, I have a legitimate, overwhelm- 
ing desire to know what is, which what is has occurred during my 
periods of being away from ranche of being immersed in problema 
which have nothing whatever to do with ranche save that they 
enable me to keep ranch going. I make my living out of the world. 
I must 90% of my time devote myself to the world. Please» please, 
give me that 90% latitude of ignorance and of non-remembrance 
of the per cent, of ranch happenings that hit you every moment of 
every day and that hit me possibly once in siz months. Meet me in 
at least a 9 to 1 percentage sympathy. ' ' 

Disoussion bui infrequently took place between Ja(& 
and th0 workmen, f or he was f ond of learning by argoment. 
Little they could teach him. And so for the most part he 
kept from contact with them. ^ ' Eliza is the captain I have 
picked out to run this particular ship of miney" he would 
Bay to me, repository of bis deductions upon each sìtuation 
as it unfolded, **and you know how much I interfere be- 
tween captain and man I ' ' But there was of ten the irk of 
those who knew less than Jack, who trìed to hold him back : 
* * You can H make it work, Mr. London. We have never done 
itthis way/' 

*'Why nott*' he would blaze. **Why can't I make it 
workf Do you think that I leam nothing from the greatest 
specialists in your prof ession, when I put in whole nights, 
month upon month, studying themf What do you know 
about govemment bulletins, govemment deductions based 
upon scientific principles that have been put to workf 

I take the f oUowing from a transcript of evidenoe in 
the water-suit bef ore ref erred to : 
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^'Aren't yon a good enongh agrìcaltnrist to estimate an 
aore of ground f was the qnestion put by opposing cotmsel. 

**No,^' drawled Jack. '*We ali bave our weaknesses. I 
never conld master an acre, by looking at it. I always send 
somebody out to measure it for me.'' And to the qnestion^ 
^ ' Have yon ever acted as a f armer, practically tiUing the soìl 
yonrselff he explaìned as below: 

^^I bave never bad my bands on tbe bandles of a plow 
in my lif e, bnt I know more abont plowing tban any plow- 
man wbo ever worked for me. I bave aoqnired practically 
every bit of my knowledge f rom tbe books. I never was a 
graduate of an university ; I never finisbed tbe first balf of 
my fresbman year at a university; yet I bave tbougbt it 
notbing to face a group of thirty or f orty professors bam- 
mer-and-tongs on pbilosopby, sociology, and ali tbe otber 
'ologies — tbe group includhig David Starr Jordan and 
otbers of tbe same bigb intellectual caliber. I was able to 
do tbat and bold a table of debate — ^I, wbo bad never been 
tbrougb a university — ^because I bad gotten my knowledge 
from tbe same books tbey bad got tbeir knowledge from. 
Tbe same witb plowing and otber brancbes of farm knowl- 
edge. I state tbat I am eminently fitted from my knowledge 
of tbe books." 

He went on: ^^My knowledge of agriculture and farm- 
ing is also derived from actual contact witb tbe soil — ^look- 
ing at it, on occasion biring experts to come and teli me tbeir 
diagnoses of tbese tbick soils or bad soils or wrong soils. 
I find very of ten tbat tbey disagree witb one anotber ; tben 
I go back to my books and find tbe rigbt due, applying 
ity making my experiments year after year, wbetber in 
fertilizer or in metbods of cultivation or drainage or tbe 
tbousand factors tbat enter into successful tillage.'' 

His aloof supervision was expressed in notes to be 
passed on. ^^But see tbat tbey are retumed and preserved, 
so tbat I may ref er to tbem at any time. ' ' 

From a sbeaf I cboose almost at random: 
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''Watch out for the first nnexpected rain catching Iota of cut 
equipment exposed. As for instance the wood-saw and engine. 
Months in the sun and f og and dew have not done them any good. 
A rain will do worse/' 

''Who left half a dozen sacks of cement in rain to spoil under 
roofless section of rock-crusher house t" 

''Near rock-crusher is a shìngled roof sectiony lying fiat on the 
ground, going to heU. ' ' 

''In any new building operations around the ranch, such as 
the bath-house, etc, are the men who do the work told to keep the 
nails cleaned up t Because if they are so told, and continue to let 
the nails lie around, fire them. To-day it was King who was lamed ; 
some time ago it was one of the Shire mares. To-morrow it may be 
Neuadd. Is 'father' to sit back and pay for the Veterinary, for 
the stallion man's time, for the crippled borse 's timef 

And first, last, and always, stood bis creed: 
'^What we do must be adequate and pennanenf 
His plaint to me, aside, when confronted with the 
obstinate wall of fanuer-brains smaller than bis own, was 
like this : 

^ ' The reason a man works for me, is because he cannot 
work for himself . Stupid boobs, most of them, who do not 
wake up to avail themselves of the fund of knowledge ready 
for the asking. In the matter of govemment reports, over 
and above the price of a postcard of inquiry, knowledge is 
as f ree as air. ' ' 

Out of his despair with the ìncapadty of employes, their 
unwillingness to be educated, he ooined the phrase ^ * Down 
the bill/' which meant the discharge of those who oould 
neither learn nor take orders. ^^The more I see of men,'' 
he would apostrophize, ^'the more I tum to the land; yet» 
in order to manipulate that land, I must deal with those 
very men who hurt me so with their blind ineffeotiveness 
and lack of f oresight. And they try to teach me, who spend 
my nights with the books. My work on this land, and my 
message to America, go band in bandi'' And he would 
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ride away, waving bis cowboy quirt, bent npon appraising 
a wom-out plot of ground with tbe intention of redaiming 
it. 

Of course, bis experiment was being advertised far and 
wide by tbe press. He bad, as one farm magazine de- 
daredy ' ' ideas on tbe prof ession of f arming tbat will do tbe 
world more good tban ali tbe stories be ever could write/' 

**Wben I bougbt one bundred and twenty-nine aores 
near Glen Ellen nine years ago I knew notbing of f arming, ' ' 
Jack gave out. * * I bongbt tbe place mostly f or its beauty, 
as a place to live and write in. 

**About forty acres was deared and I tried to raise 
bay f or my borses, but soon f ound I could scarcely get tbe 
seed back. Tbe soil bad been wom out ; it bad been f armed 
for years by old-fasbioned metbods of taking everytbing 
off and putting notbing bade. 

''Tbe region was a badt-water districi Most of tbe 
rancbers were poor and bopeless ; no one could make any 
money rancbing tbere, tbey told me. Tbey bad worked tbe 
land out and tbeir only bope was to move on somewbere else 
and start to work new land out and destroy its vaine. 

* ' I began to study tbe problem, wondering wby tbe f ertil- 
ity of tbis land bad been destroyed in forty or fifty years 
wben land in Cliina bas been tilled for tbousands of years, 
and is stili fertile. 

**My neigbbors were typified by tbe man wbo said: 
*'Tou can^t teacb me anytbing about f arming; IVe worked 
tbree f arms out I Wbicb is as wise as tbe remark of tbe wo- 
man wbo said sbe guessed sbe knew ali tbere was to know 
about raising cbildren — ^badn't sbe buried five? 

''I adopted tbe policy of taking notbing off tbe rancb. 
I raìsed stuff and f ed it to tbe stock. I got tbe first manure 
spreader ever seen up tbere, and so put tbe f ertilizer back 
on tbe land bef ore its strengtb bad leaked out. I began to 
get registered stodc, and now I sell a blooded cow at nine 
montbs for $40 and an old-fasbioned rancber comes along 
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and wonders why he has to feed a scrub cow f or two years 
and sell ber f or less than $40. 

''An old-fashioned fanner has thirty milch cows and 
Works eighteen honrs a day taking care of them and milking 
them and can make no money. An up-to-date man comes 
along, buys the place, pays $10 for a Babcock tester and 
bnys milk scales. Bight away he gets rid of ten of the cows 
as non-productive, and he makes more wìth two-thirds of 
the work.^' 

Jack's disappointment that so mnch of bis main ^^ punch'' 
in **The Valley of the Moon'' had been lost by wholesale 
deletion, in serial publication, was mended by the way the 
published hook was received by the agrieultural maga- 
zines. One of them declared that it ' ^ ought to be adopted 
for a text hook by our ^back to the farm,' missionaries. 
Besides being a flrstrate love-story, it is replete with knowl- 
edge of rural conditions. With that familiar uniyersal 
touch of Jack London 's, this hook, while essentially Cali- 
f omian, applies and appeals to America at large. We won* 
der that it has not been made a part of the curriculum at the 
agrieultural coUeges. It is worth do&ens of lectures some- 
times delivered to students/' 

**Why isn't *The Valley of the Moon' the *Great Ameri- 
can NovePt" a correspondent wanted to know. **It lets 
light in upon the question of why the old American stock 
is dying out. The ignorant, unlettered f oreigners, Italians, 
Japanese, Scandinavian, and the rest, crowd out the good 
old American, because the American will not, for one 
thing, if he can help it, live the way the foreigner does. 
And because, also, the American will not use bis head for the 
improvement of the land. Besult, the carcass of the good 
old superior American f ertilizes bis own land for the crowd- 
ing, thrif ty, craf ty foreigner. ' ' 

That one man is more fit than another to beoome a law- 
giver. Jack London has laid down in ^ ^ The Bones of Kahe- 
kili,'' written five months before he died, one of seven 



THE BAD YEAB 275 

storìes in ^'On the Makaloa Mai" The old Hawaiìan com- 
moner asks : 

^^Here is somethìiìg stronger than life, stronger than 
woman, but what is it — ^and whyf And Jack, over and 
above his personal desire and sacrifices toward the masses, 
speaks his nnwilling but inevitable condnsion through the 
month of Hardman Pool : 

^^It is becanse most men are fools, and therefore mnst 
be taken care of by the few men who are wise. Snch is the 
secret of chief ship. In ali the world are chiefs over men. 
In ali the world that has been bave there ever been chiefs, 
who mnst say to the mary fool men: ^Do this; do not do 
that. Work, and work ai we teli yon, or yonr bellies will 
remain empty and you will perish. • . . You mnst be peace- 
abiding and deoent, and blow yonr noses. You must be early 
to bed of nightSi and up early in the morning to work if 
yon would bave beds to sleep in and not roost in trees like 
the silly fowls. This is the reason for the yam-planting 
and you must plant now. We say now, to-day, and not pio- 
nicking and hulaing to-day and yam-planting to-morrow 
or some other day of the many careless days. . . . Ali this 
is life for you, becanse you think but one day at a time, 
while we, yonr chiefs, think for you ali days and far days 
ahead.'' 

And the old man: ''Yes, it is sad that I should be bom 
a common man and live ali my days a common man. ' ' 

To which Hardman Pool: **That is becanse you were 
of yourself common. When a man is bom common, and is 
by nature unicommon, he rises up and overthrows the chiefs 
and makes himself chief over the chiefs. Why do you not 
mn my ranch, with its many thousands of cattle, and shif t 
the pastures by the rainf ali, and pick the buUs, and arrange 
the bargaining and selling of the meat to the sailing ships 
and war vessels and the people who live in the Honolulu 
houses, and fight with lawyers, and help make laws, and 
even teli the King what is wise for him to do and what is 
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dangeronsf Wliy does not any man do this ihat I dof 
Any man of ali the men who work f or me, f eed ont of my 
band, and let me do their thinking for themf — me, who 
Works harder than any of them, who eats no more than any 
of them, and who can sleep on no more than one lauhala mat 
at a tìme like any of themf 

**I am ont of the clond . . /'the old man says. "We 
are the careless ones of the careless days who will not plant 
the yam in season if onr olii does not compel ns, who will not 
think one day for onrselves. . • / ' 

There were timely trips into the interior — Sacramento, 
Modesto, and to the University of California stock farm at 
Davis. Eliza Shepard went along further to imbibe and 
abet the game her brother wanted to play ; and Jack came 
speedily to accept her jndgment in the selection of livestock, 
for her choices came to be the prize-winners at State and 
County fairs. 

A concrete-blo(^ silo, twelve feet in diameter, the first 
of two, and the first of their kind in California, was rising 
half a hundred feet into the air near the old cowbams. Ja(^ 
pnt bis own and bis neighbors ' com into the first silo that 
was finished, and neglected bis writing to take a band in the 
fascinating work of f eeding the cntter. Honsegaests and 
servants alike were unable to keep ont of the bnsy scene, 
and remained to help. Their host boasted : ' ^ No material 
Comes np the bill except cement. My own machinery bas 
done the cmshing of the rock that my own tools and dynar 
mite bave got ont of my own land, and that my own draf t 
animals bave banled, My own mixer has made the mortar. 
My ten-inch drain-tile for the alf alf a fields yonder, has been 
made right bere on the gronnd. And ali this paraphemalia 
will bnild a dam at the month of that naturai sink np- 
mountain, to imponnd 7,000,000 gallons of water for irri- 
gation. And think of the pressure for fire protectionl*' 

The **piggery'* which Jaci invented, and which was 
built during our faU Roamer emise, became famous the 
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world over, not only among fanners but with cnrious lay- 
men as well. Entirely of rock and concrete, it is on a dr- 
cular pian, surrounding, with graveled driveway between, 
a handsome tower wherein feed is mixed and distributed 
to the **suites*' of apartments, with their individuai run- 
ways, that carne to house, first^ the white Ohio Improved 
Chester hogs, and later, Jack's choice of what he deemed 
a sturdier breed for our elimate, the red Duroc Jerseys. 
A system of flushing and antiseptizing both bere and in 
the bams, rendered premises and vicinity ^^sweet as a 
nut," to quote an English visitor who lately registered in 
the tower gnest-book. Crowning a knoU for perf ect drain- 
age, surrounded by blossomy madrono trees with bark like 
Korean red lacquer and glos&y leaves so resembling the 
magnolia, this farm yard ^^sermon in stone'' is an object 
of distinct beauty. 

Jack had conceived the idea of demonstrating that he 
could restore exhausted grainfields by a system of terracing 
on a large scale — ^in bis own words, * * f arming on the level. * ' 

**You increase the organic content by levelling, pre- 
venting the destructive erosive effeets that draw from it 
the organic content — so that instead of one-tenth of one 
meager crop a year you can grow three rich crops a year. 

^^The hillsides are first ploughed along contour lines, 
and at intervals, depending on the slope of the land, balksj 
or small ridges, are thrown up. The process is slow, but 
its advantages from the start are great. Bains are held 
back to sink into the soil instead of rushing down the hill- 
sides, tearing out great gullies and carrying rich soil down 
the streams to thè ocean. . . . We bave been lettìng our 
rich hillsides go to waste, and by ignorant cultivation bave 
increased erosion rather than prevented it. The method I 
bave outlined will restore even impoverished hillsides and 
turo them into productive fields,'* 

A dozen acres of old French prune trees were brought 
up to standard ; vineyards, once f amous, that had gone too 
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long neglected, were uprooted and given over to barley; 
and the barley was planted with ìnoculated vetdi. 

BeehiveSy likewise ducks, pigeons, geese, chickensy and 
a few pheasantSy made their appearance on the Hill place 
as a side issue. 

I heard Jack say that ' ' the beat blooks of vineyard did 
not bave more than seventy-five per oent. of the vines stand- 
ing when I took over the ranch. In some oases three ont 
of every five vines were missing." But in timo he had 
those **best blocks" yielding as formerly. 

And here are bis intentions with regard to fertilizing: 

*'The Chinese bave farmed for forty centuries without 
nsing commercial f ertilizer. I am rebnilding wom-out bill- 
side lands that were worked out and destroyed by our 
wasteful California pioneer f armers. I am not using com- 
mercial fertilìzer. I believe the soil is our one indestmoti- 
ble asset, and by green manures, nitrogen-gathering cover 
crops, animai manures, rotation of crops, proper tillage 
and drainingy I am getting results which the Chinese bave 
demonstrated for forty centuries. 

**We are just beginning to farm in the United States. 
The Chinese knew the how but not the why. We know the 
why, but we're dreadfully slow getting aroimd to the how.** 

Bef ore long this modem husbandman had revolutionized 
the sleepy neigbborbood, to say nothing of bis employes 
upon whom he sprung timesheeto, rigorously insisting that 
these be properly fiUed in each night. ^^ Any man who isn't 
willing to give an account of bis work and time, is welcome 
to go down bill,'' was Jack's ultimatum. 

A blacksmith in the village went out of business. Jack 
relieved bim of the entire establishment, which was in- 
stalled in one of our cool winery buildingSi pleasantly shaded 
by a ''spreading chestnut tree/' while a horseshoer and 
general blacksmith was added to the payrolL The village 
thought little about the transaction until a paper in a rivai 
community came out with : 
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* * Oood boy, Jack ! Why not make another trip with y our 
wagon and take the rest of Glen EUen up to the ranch f" 

Then and always, when asked **What do you cali your 
place f the owner replied, **The Banch of Qood Inten- 
tions.'' Develop it as he might, it seemed to reniain only in 
ita merest begìnnìng, in view of his nltimate hopes. 

An old neighbor, whose boundarìes carve sharply into 
our property, of ten suggested that Jack bny him out, look, 
stock, and barrel. ^^But there are too many buildings on 
your place, for one thing,'* Jack would object. *'It wonld 
cost too much to demolish them ! ' ' Bnt once he said : ^ ' If I 
ever do bny the Wegener place, l'U tum it over, buildings 
and ali, to my intellectual hobo f riends. The community 
would wax, and oh, my I " As he had wrìtten to Anna : 

^^Some day I shall build an establishment, invite them 
ali, and tum them loose upon one another. Such a mingling 
of castes and creeds and characters oould not be duplicated. 
The destruction would be greatl*^ 

It has always been a sadness to me how, as before 
hinted, Jack's most intimate acquaintances, given every op- 
portunity to view the magnitude of his interest in agricul- 
tnre, without exception discounted the importance of it to 
him, and vice versa. In ali the memorìal gatherings met so 
generously after his passing, it never entered the mind of 
a single friend to whom Jack had expoxmded his dear am- 
bition, to make mention of the great hook he had begun to 
write upon the mountain fields. I, aghast at the vital omis- 
sion, protested, and appealed to the lovers of his memory 
not to forget. The explanation dawned upon me before 
ever it was put in jvords by one, a sociologist, who had no 
inkling of the hearing of agronomy upon economics : 

^^You see, Jack's agriculture did not impress me as it 
should bave done — probably because I bave no interest in 
agriculture. ' ' 

In September we made our first visit to the State Fair 
at Sacramento. Jack was averse to showing his own stock. 
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holding that putting an animai in '^show condition" was a 
harmf ul process. His presence at the Fair was f or the pnr- 
pose of getting in touch with *'the other fellow'* to see 
what he was doing in the matter of raìsing draft horses, 
beef cattle and hogs. 

It was durìng this absence Jack told me that at intervals 
f or months past he had had wamìng flutters in the region of 
the heart that gave him sudden moments of foreboding. 
**Haven't yon noticed that I bave got into the habit of 
laying my palm over my heartt^* he asked. **I didn't real- 
ize I was, until I happened to catch myself at it. ' ' He also 
told me that there had been no report, after an examination 
by their physician, from a certain life insurance finn to 
whom he had applied some time back for an additional 
policy. I, to offset the tremor of my own heart at his in- 
telligence, eliminated one reason after another for his con- 
dition, and finally asked if it might be laid to his excessive 
cigarette inhaling. Bnt he did not take to the diagnosis. 
After a conple of years the symptoms disappeared. 

In mid-October we '*joy-sailed on the good, old, dear, 
and forever dear /Joower/' to quote her skipper, spending 
one of our most care-free seasons, with the resilience that 
fortunate souls exhibit after an excess of work and emo- 
tional endurance. From my diary: ^^Let's look at the 
chart weVe sailed off,'* says Jack at two p. m., after our 
exciting run in a bowling norther. Things broke; w^ 
missed stays twice on one taok, and went aground in the 
glistening tules, that were laid fiat by the wind. Spouting 
surf on lee shores. A big scow aground. Ducks flying low. 
Sierras white with snow, and Mt. Diablo and its range dear- 
cut sapphire. We did not bave a ribbon of canvas on the 
Roamer except three-reefed spanker and our dandy jib. 
She eats right up into the wind with that big jib. 

''In spite of ali that has happened this year/' Jack re- 
viewed, surveying water and sky with oalm, sure eyes, 
''somehow it seems now as if it has been one of my hap- 
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piest — ^at least, when I think what I bave started on the 
Beauty Banch 1 — ^At any rate, ' ^ he finished, pnlling the old 
Tarn over his f ore-top, ^^there has been no boredom in it 
ali — ^no danger of rusting/' 

One momìng in the midst of his work he burst ont : 

^ ^ l 'm going to Uve a himdred year s ! ' ' 

**Ye8? Whyt*' 

**Becan8e I want tol'' 

**It'8 a good reason — couldn't be bettered. But let me 
remind you that you^re likely to become a widowerl'* 

^^That t^ a oonsideration, ' ' reaching for me. ^^l'il bave 
to think it over!" 
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FOB US, ending pne year and begìnnmg anoiher aboard 
ship was the acme of good fortune. The holidays, 
spent partly ashore while the cook remained to gaard the 
Roamer where she lay moored to one city wharf or another, 
were full of cheer. The **Porchcliinber** epìsode settled, 
our future looked brìghter, though Jack remariked more 
than once: ^^l'm riding to a fall, financially; but l'm not 
worrying — ^youVe never yet seen me stay down long. IH 
work harder than eyerl*' 

Our New Year was ushered in at the Saddle Rock restau- 
rant. Two nights bef ore Christmas, with a big southeaster 
blowingy Jack and Nakata got me into an evening gown 
aboard the yacht where she rolled at Lombard Street wharf 
in San Francisco^ then rowed me to a fioat, f rom which we 
mounted to water-front Street and taxi, to attend the house- 
warming of f riends uptown. In the early hours we were 
backy and casting off, on the way to Sausalito. A terrific 
ebb was running, and Jack breathed a sigh of relief when he 
had bis vessel safely clear of the docks and speeding on 
the ebby bef ore the gale, under a little shred of a reef ed jig- 
ger. When, not far from Sausalito, we ran into the great 
run-out that tears down through Baccoon Straits to the 
Golden Gate, it seemed as if the tiny yawl could not possibly 
make it across. Jack, in bis most congenial element, was on 
the pinnade of exhilaration. And in fifty-five minutes the 
thirty-foot craft, under that rag of canvas, had made a 
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passago that regalarly takes the huge screw-ferryboats 
thirty-five. 

Threading his way among the tossing sloops and 
schooners and motor boats at anchor off the yacht dubs 
at Sausalito, Jack navigated over the mud flats, well on the 
way into Mill Valley, where in the falling tide he laid the 
Roamer in the mud and went to sleep for the aftemoon, 
npon his lips the contented mnrmur, ^'This is the Lifel 
WeVe got ali others skinned to death, Mate!" The next 
day, ChristmaSy Nakata rowed us to a railroad station on 
the shore, and we dined with friends in Mill Valley. And on 
the 26th we were cruising once more. 

While lying off Point Richmond, Jack developed an ear- 
ache, and with bandaged head called upon a doctor. In no 
time the dailies carne out with an exciting story of how, in 
a blowy Jack London had been knocked senseless by the 
mainboom, while his wif e bravely and deverly brought the 
vessel to safe anchorage! Jack was aggrieved out of ali 
apparent proportion to the matter; but the reason was that 
he so especially prided himself upon never having unsea- 
manlike accidents. 

He became interésted in Richmond real estate to the 
extent of buying a Jot, thereby branding himself as a 
** booster" for the new harbor subdivision of the Ellis 
Landing and Dock Company. 

Just as we began congratulating ourselves that oertain 
hindrances had been overriddeny and upon the general out- 
look for the New Year, f resh trouble broke that necessitated 
Jack's jumping out for New York within twenty-four hours, 
leaving the yacht at San Rafael, where the ili news had 
found US looking over ground familiar to our childhood. 
There was much I must attend to at home owing to the 
suddenness of his departure, and so our first long separa- 
tion took place. 

^^ While l'm straightening out this snarl, I can be look- 
ing into other details that need attention, such as advances 
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from the pnblishers,'* Jack reminded me. **I'll be having 
good news for you soon, I hope/* He often arranged for 
advanceSy either in bulk, or in monthly paymentSy upon con- 
templated work. 

The '*snarl/' which took him over a month to smooth 
outy was with reference to dramatic rights in one of his 
novels. An old friend had held these rights for some years 
withont having made a suocessful showing. Moving pie- 
tnres had never been considered in the days Jack had signed 
contracts for speaking performances, and there were men 
who tried to bef og the issue ; hence it behooved Jack, now 
interested in cinema productions, to dear his way of mis- 
understanding. 

But his friend had entered into a dramatic contract for 
a production of the novel in question, and borrowed money 
against future box office receipts, which later did not appear 
to be imminent. The agent was willing tò release the play- 
wright, but to the tune of forty thousand doUars. Jack, 
appalled by the ridiculous sum, bent ali his powers to beat 
down the ' * robber. * * It took him f our weeks, and in the end 
he resorted to what he called his **play acting'* to bring 
about the signing of a *' decent'* release of the rights. 
Early in the combat, I would bave this sort of message: 
'* Outlook dark,*' or **Situation ticklish," or '^Nothing good 
to write." But his old unnatural condition when in New 
York seemed to be absent. 

**To hell with New York," he wrote in the midst of this 
and other difficulties that beset. ' ' I am bere to master this 
Babylon and its sad cave-dwellers, not to be masteredl" 

Later: *'Hereafter, either bef ore or after Roamer 
winter trip, my impression is that you and I will spend a 
month in New York. ' ' 

One night in a triple collision of taxicabs, he came near 
losing his lif e. A certain manager of burlesque had taken 
him to the playhouse, and afterward introduced him to 
the leading lights, three of whom the two men undertook 



NEW YORK; MEXICO; ROAMER 885 

to escort to their homes. When the cars crashed Jack f ound 
himself at the bottom of the heap of kindling-wood that had 
been his cab, his month full of glass, and wìth a sense 
of suffocation, sìnce the other fonr passengers con- 
tributed to the weight. Aside f rom minor cuts and bmises, 
the party escaped uninjnred, and in some way avoided re- 
vealing their identity, so that the newspaper dippings Jack 
sent lacked ali names. The theatrical man longed to have 
the event f eatnred with * * scare-head ' * lines, f or the adver- 
tisement of his star, but Jack would have none of it. 

**I'd have looked well," he grumbled to me, "with the 
report fiashed ali over the country that I^d been * joy-riding* 

with a bunch af actresses I 1 Ve never been joy-riding in 

my Me, * * he teased ; ' * but l 'm going some time, f or I '11 never 
be satisfied until I come home to you with a pink-satin 
slipper in my pocket!" 

Whatever else Jack London did or did not do in New 
York City, he always spent much time upon the theatres. 
About this time he enthusiastically applauded the idea of 
the Little Theatre, and hoped that San Francisco would 
take up the idea. Some time before the breaking of the 
Great War, friends were promulgating a widely ramified 
pian f or a new opera house and conservatory in San Fran- 
cisco, and Jack made regnlar contributions to the pro- 
moters. So far, nothing has come of it. 

Having succeeded in obtaining a " decent '' release of the 
dramatic rights in his hook, and made some very satisfac- 
tory agreements f or New York, he wired : * * (General future 
never looked brighter. * ' 

A word as to the **play-acting*' which caused the **rob- 
ber'' to throw up his hands, or, rather put his band to 
the signing of the "decent release." Jack, partly as a 
whim, partly in order to compose undisturbed, had hidden 
himself in a notorious hostelry of the "theatrical tender- 
loin. " When he had telephoned to his publisher to send his 
money, that person cried cut, "Great Scott, mani What 
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are yon doing in a house lìke that? l'U have to bring it my- 
selfl'' 

Jack decided to ìnveigle the enemy ìnto his room. He en- 
deavored to tum the tables, but Jack, pleading indisposi- 
tion^ also that he was too rushed to come out, since he 
must leave f or California sooner than he had planned, con- 
trived to gain the other's consent to cali at an early fore- 
noon hour. He then prepared the stage and made up for 
the impish part he intended to play: 

^'You should have seen me,'' he giggled, ^^I was a 
sight to throw the f ear of God into any highwayman of his 
f eather. I had sized him up^ you see. 

* * For two day s I purposely let my bear d grow, and you 
know how black it comes out. I opened my pajama-coat so 
that the mat of hair showed on my chest. And of course I 
left out my upper teeth, mussed up my head and wore an 
eyeshade. I was not pretty. 

"So, when the clerk 'phoned up that he was below, I 
said, 'Send him right up/ He answered, ^he's stepped 
outside. ' * Outside, * say s I, ' what f or ! ' * I don 't know — ^he 
said he'd wait for you there. *Tell him/ I ordered, *That 
l'm in bedy and can't come down/ 

"Well, when his tap came, I sat up in bed, and the high- 
arm chair I had placed for him had its back to the door so 
that if he tried to escape me he'd be in an awkward posi- 

tion getting out of his chair to do it. It sounds awful, 

I can see from your face, Mate/' Jack interpolated. "But 
remember, I had wrestled for weeks with him. He had even 
agreed to my figures and terms, and promised to send me 
the release, and then I would wait for days without a word, 
marMng time, when I wanted to go home. It was my sheer 
whimsey to bring him to his senses in this f antastie way. My 
God ! It was ten thousand times more legitimate than his 
slìmy methods and those of his kind ! 

"To get back. He carne in, trying not to look queer 
when he saw the object I was — ^haggard from the dark 
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growth on my chin and neck, hair showing on my chest, and 
a ghastly toothless smile of welcome! In his band was 
the document, which I took from him and glanced over. 
And every little while I looked aside to one or the other of 
my fistS) M if gloating over them. As I talked with him 
withont appearing to study him I took in his sick, scared 
face and soni. He'd have given anything not to have got 
himself into that chair. 

^ ^ And then, I went over the whole business again, ali we 
had talked in our many interviews, and he finally consentèd 
to release f or a tithe of his originai claims. He said : 

' ' ^ 1 11 go right to my office to make the change, and send 
you the agreement immediately. ' 

'^I had waited for just that^ and didn't mean that he 
sbould elude me again. Said I : 

** * You^U sign that paper right bere on that table, before 
you leave this room ! * — and when he protested, I went on, 
closing and unclosing my fists, to teli him just exactly what 
I would do to him if he refused. He looked this way and 
that, at the telepbone, and half around at the door, and 
knew his situation for precisely what I had made it He 
signed the release and left it with me. . . . And m it is, 
it wìU take me months to pay him, month by month. ' ' 

A little ili news greeted Jack's return — ^the best young 
shorthom bull had broken his neck, and hog cholera had 
carried off nearly ali his blooded hogs. 

**I always seem to have to build twice — everything I 
undertake," Jack said thoughtfuUy. 

In his workroom again, The Little Lady of the Big 
House was begun, in which were exploited his maturing con- 
cepts on f arming and stockbreeding. Many readers take for 
granted that the ' ^ Big House ' ' was copied from Jack 'a Wolf 
House. As a matter of fact, a picture of Mrs. Phoebe A. 
Hearst's home at Pleasanton, California, was roughly the 
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model f or that of bis hero and heroìne on an imaginary 
ranch in the interior f oothills. 

Margaret Smith Cobb, a poet of the northem California 
forest country, whose verse Jack had been the means of 
placing with eastem magazines, sent me the fragmentary 
thoughts given below. Jack, tó whom I forwarded them, 
commented: ^^The poem is most sweet, most beautiful, 
most true. Teli Margaret Cobb the same, for me. I care 
net to utter another word on that sad topic.'' 

"Love, let us wander, you and I, 

Where but charred embers and pale ashes lie ; 

Here where my dreams and f ancies teck stili shape. 

Li ali their glory, laid in wood and stone. 

• • • • • • 

Here, blow thy kisses, many, for a stair, 

That we may rise where was thy line of rooms 

Booms for thyself alone — ^we had them thus, 
Where none might enter but the moon and L 

Dear love, the smoke ìs yet about my heart. 
The crackle of the fire yet sears my brain. 
— ^You will be kind, and dream and care no more, 
Nor sorrow for what was my house of dreams." 

About this timo it was rumored that the Prohibitionists 
wanted to nominate Jack London for President. He, when 
asked about it, gave bis usuai breezy consent: ^'Sure — ^l'U 
run for anything, if it will lielp, especially if there's no 
chance of my being elected!'' 

A grapejuice company was f ormed for the manuf acture, 
on a largo scale, of the incomparable unf ermented drink that 
we were already pressing, f rom wine grapes, for our own 
table. Jack was elated over the prospect. It created a new 
market for bis ranch product, and by the same effort fur- 
thered the cause of prohibition. He drank regularly of the 
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dear, naturai jiiice that bore so little resemblance to the 
commercial artide that smacks of stewed f ruit. 

** Government recipe, my dear, govemment recipe I" he 
wonld gargle, holding his little glass to the light ^^Free 
advice to every one — ^and they wonder how I find ont these 
thingsl^^ 

There was crookedness in the grapejuice company, 
as there had been in the past year's ventures. Jack, who 
had no money in this, only his name, was nltìmately sued f or 
$41,000 ; bnt the case never came to triaL 

With travel in his eye. Jack had been plotting to con- 
vince an eastem weekly of the vaine of a series of artides 
on ali the world, and there was talk of having him begin with 
Japan. I was joyous at the prospect of realizing our old 
hope to visit those fascinating isles together. Bnt the 
Mexican fracas in the spring of 1914 came in between and 
the other articles never were nndertaken. Hearst had 
asked Jack the preceding antnmn if he wonld go to Mexico 
in case tronble broke. When the time came, there was 
some disagreement npon the price, and Jack went for 
Collier^s instead. This constitnted no infringement of his 
fiction contract, so long as he delivered the appointed meas- 
nre of the fiction. 

** And now,"he said, hopefnlly, **I may be able to redeem 
myself as a war correspondent, after what I was held back 
from doing by the Japanese Armyl** 

If he had been able to f oretell how slim was the chance of 
attaining his wish, he wonld not bave gone. As it was, 
Collier ^s wired to know how long it wonld take him to make 
ready to start for Galveston, Texas, shonld they telegraph 
him to go. ^ * Twenty-f our hours, ' ' was the r^sponse. Came 
the bombardment of the Naval Academy at Vera Cruz, 
and on Aprii 16 the summons arrived. We lef t Glen Ellen 
the next moming, and Oakland the same aftemoon. 

**I*11 see you on your way as far as Galveston,'* ventured 
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ly taking f or granted that Galveston wonld be the end of my 
joumey. 

'^You can't get ready in timel'' Jack said, but wìth a 
bright expectancy that was balm to my apprehension, f or I 
had not been enUiusiastic about bis going under fire. 

*^Ohf can*t II" and out carne the tmnks. 

^^Well/' he paused from bis own preparations to glad- 
den my heart, **if you get that far, maybe we can get you to 
Vera Cruz at leajst — even ìf yen bave to stay there when we 
go on march to the City of Mexico." 

Shortly bef ore leaving, Jack handed me a copy of ^ ^ The 
Valley of the Moon, " ìnscribed : 

"Dear My-Woman: 

''This Ì8 onr 'Book of Love/ here in onr 'Valley of the Moon/ 
where we bave lived and known our love ever ednce ì;hat day you 
rode with me to the divide of the Napa hiUs — ^Ay, and before that, 
bef ore that." 

It was at Oalvefiton that Richard Harding Davis in 
the second instance rendered Jack London a service. Sev- 
eral days had passed, the date of departnre with General 
Frederick Funston was nearing, and ali the other corre- 
spondents who were to accond^any hìm on the transport 
KUpatrick had received their credentials from Washington 
and were gaily maMng ready. Jaek's alone seemed to be 
wìthheldy f or Edgar Sisson, editor of Collier' s, kept wiring 
Jack to the effect that he was not to worry — everything 
wonld reach him in time. 

On the moming of the transports' sailing-date, I was 
shocked from sleep and upon my f eet by a burst of martial 
music that led a host of men in olive-drab who marched, 
with brave, ominous sound, along the sea-wall drive. Jack 
joined me at the window and silently we watched the stream 
of human lif e go down to the gulf in ships. Although thrill- 
ing to the spectacle. Jack could not f orget, and quoted from 
Le Gallienne's ''The Illusion of War'': 
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*' *War, 

I abhor. 

And yet how sweet 

The sound along the marchìng Street 

Of dram and fif e, and I f orget 

Wet eyes of widows, and f orget 

Broken old mothers, and the whole 

Dark butchery wìthout a soni/ ** 

As the moming wore, and stili no word f rem Washing- 
ton, we became genuinely concerned. Before others, Jack 
preserved a careless demeanor ; bnt when he looked into my 
eyes I saw in his the baffled^ pained expression that he must 
bave worn in childhood. 

**I can'jk understand it, I can^t nnderstand it/* he 
puzzled. ^'Eaeh time l've called on General Fnnston, his 
aide has conrteously put me off. I know the General is not 
welly with that abscess in his ear, poor devil; bnt that isn't 
the reason. So there seems to be simply nothing I can do. ' ' 

*^I don't care for myself/* he would reiterate. ^*I 
want to make good to Sisson, whose idea it was for me to 
go for CoMier'5. I don 't want to throw him down/' Pres- 
ently^ having dictated to me his final lettera, and sent off his 
Artide I to CoUier^s, he disappeared downstairs, mnr- 
maring : 

** 'And even my peace-abiding feet 

Oc marching down the marehing Street, 

Por yonder, yonder goes the fife, 

And what care I for human lif e I 

• . • 

And yet 'tis ali unbannered lìes, 

A dream those little drummers make.' '' 

An hour passed, and I thougfat to reconnoitre in the 
lobby. Emerging f rom the elevator, my heart leaped to see 
Jàék and the GeneraPs aide, Lieutenant Ball, eaoh grasping 
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the other by both hands, and laughing like schoolboys too 
pleased for words. 

** Why, Mate/' Jack explained as we hnrried npstairs to 
pnt the Last touches to his packìng, '^t's ali np to Richard 
Harding Davis. He carne to me and said he wondered if I 
knew what was going on. Yoa remembèr that so-called 
^Oood Soldier' canard that was attributed to mef It has 
tnmed np again. As soon as Davis mentioned it, I could see 
the whole trouble in a flash. We looked np Lieutenant Ball, 
and — ^well, you saw ns when yon carne down. Funny how 
pleased he was to get the thing cleared np!" 

At Inncheon, onr table was near that of the Generai He 
and his aide were consnlting eamestly ; and after a while the 
Lientenant carne toward ns. Jack rose^ and the two re- 
tnmed to the General. 

' ^ I gave him my word of honor that I did net write a line 
of that canard^ ' ' Jack reported to me, * ' and npon that word 
he takes the responsibility of adding me to his already filled 
qnota of correspondents. It seems that he had had word 
f rom Washington that my going was lef t np to him, bnt he, 
personally, was np in arms abont the canard.'' 

Nexty a telegram carne f rom Secretary Josephns Daniels 
that if Jack conld not be accommodated on the transport, 
he shonld go on one of the convoying destroyers. ^'And 
that wonld be an experience new to me, too, ' ' Jack exnlted. 
Bnt a place was shaken down on the Kilpatrick, on which he 
sailed Friday aftemoon. Any regrets that I may bave 
felt at my inability to accompany him were tempered by 
the f act that I expected to depart twenty-fonr honrs later, 
and to meet him on the very date of his arrivai in Vera 
Cmz. This was made possible by onr good friend Mr. 
Robert T. Bnrge, who had proffered me passage on a 
vessel of the Gnlf Coast Steamship Company, of which he 
was President 

*^I'm only too glad to present yon with a ticket," he 
amiled, '^bnt for goodness' sake, don't go. The steamers 
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are not snitable for ladies' traveL • . . But go if yon really 
must!** 

Never shall I forget that evening the little old Atlantis 
(wrecked the next voyage) approached Vera Cruz. Across 
the mighty slopes of the storied land, Onzaba towered blue 
against a sunset sky ; and to the south were raised the tur- 
rets of the **far-flung battle line'* of our own Navy, its 
smoke mingling with the low tropic donds. * ' War, I abhor, 

and yet ** that has nothing to do, per se, with just valua- 

tion of the magnificent machinery invented by brain of 
man. One of Jack's Mexican articles, in want of real war 
news, was devoted to what he saw at Tampico's oil-fields. 
Certain radicai contemporaries raged against him, and one, 
a noted socialist writer, aecnsed him publioly of having been 
snbsidized by the oil interests — sabsidized ! Jack London I 
None bnt a stupid, or at best a warped creature, it would 
seem to those who knew him, could seriously oonceive such 
a thing. 

''Me! subsidizedf Jack stormed, ''My worst capital- 
ist enemies have done me the honor to know better than that 
Why, no human being has ever dared even to Mnt sub^idi- 
zation to me, thank Godi'' 

Here again, friend and enemy were like to convict him 
of parados. Few could oomprehend that universality which 
made >^iTn graap the whole through ali its parts. While de- 
crying war, he could at the same time appreciate the roman- 
tic majesty of conquest, hail the bunting of great armadas, 
respect the courage and deeds of men who battled according 
to their lights. I have seen him ahnost weep over the ex- 
ploits of British admirals and fearless midshipmen of old. 
**Lookl'' he would cry, foUowing me with a dusty tome 
in his hands, ''Listen to this, and this • • • this is the sort 
of stuff that went into the making of you, white woman, and 
me, and ali of us who conquer ourselves and our environ- 
ment !'' In order to preserve a dear view of Ja<^, it must 
be held in mind that despite the warm human emotionalism 
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of him he always came to resi apon his ìntellectaal concep- 
tions. 

Achievement, to him, was achievement, thongh he 
saw ali around and under it '^I take off my hat to it," he 
wonld gay, whether inspecting the Culebra Cut, or the Har- 
bor of Pago Pago, or the oil fields of Tampioo, or the bene- 
ficiai organization thrown ìnto Vera Cruz by the army 
and navy. ^'If only the whole world oould be made so dean 
and orderly/' he said. ^'If snch deanliness and order oonld 
emanate, not from the idea of militarism, but as a social 
achievement. Let ns not wantonly destroy these wonderfol 
machines, these great world assets, that produce effidently 
and cheaply. Let ns control them. Let us profit by their 
effidency and cheapness. ' ' 

Upton Sinclair, commending npon Jack's detractors, 
made no mìstake : 

^^He wrote a series of artides that oansed certain radi- 
cals to tum from him in rage. But I f elt certain that the 
exponent of capitalist eflSciency who counted upon Jack 
London 's backing was a child playing in a dynamite fac- 
tory. . . . If a naval officer took him over a battleship, he 
wouid perceive that it was a marvelous and thrilling ma- 
chine ; but let the naval officer not f orget that in the quiet 
hours of the night Jack London 's mind would tum to the 
white-faced stokers, to whom as a guest of an officer he had 
not been introduoed ! ' ' 

While decrying war, in time of danger Jack said: 
^^Although I am a man' of peace, I carry an automatic 
pistol. I might meet somebody who would not listen to my 
protestations of f riendship and amity. And so with nations 
— we're a long way from universal disarmament. The most 
peacef ul nation to-day is likely to run up against some other 
nation that does not want peace. It would look as if we shall 
need armies for a weary while to come, to enf orce the idea 
of peace/' 

He appeared to be surprised at the personnel of the 
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anny and its ofiScers. I luust confess that my own 
general idea of the hard-bitten ^^ regolar'' underwent a 
revelation. The rank and file were of a yonthf ni and mostly 
blond Anglo-Saxon type. I noticed also that Jack was 
pleased to find many of the officerà of both army and navy 
less ^^machinely crammed'' than he had thought^ qnite able 
to stand on theìr own f eet when it carne to up-to-date, ìnde- 
pendent thinking. Jack held that the world wonld bave 
no more big wara for a long time. ^^There will be wars, 
at one time or another,'' he believed. ^^Ton can't change 
man entirely f rom the primitive, fighting animai he is. Bnt 
I do not think we of to-day shall see a big war. The nations 
are enlightened enongh to stop short of that, and arbitrate 
their diff erences. ' ' I borrow this from The Human Drift: 

'^ War is passing. It is safer to be a soldier than a workingman. 
The chance for life is greater in an active campaign than in a 
factory or a coal mine. In the matter of kìUing war is growing im- 
potente and this in the face of the f act that the machinery of war 
was never so ezpensive in the past nor so dreadf ul. . . . War has 
become a joke. Men bave made for themselves monsters of battle 
which they cannot face in battle. Not only has war, by its own 
evolution, rendered itself f ntile, bnt man himself , with greater wìs- 
dom and higher ethics, is opposed to war.'' 

Bnt bis unif ormed aoqnaintances, sitting in the portales 
of the old Diligencias Hotel, sipping Bacardi mm cocktails, 
disagreed : 

* * Germany will start something bef ore a great while — 
see if she doesn't. And she's djdng to get ber hands on the 
United States." 

For once, Jack was a poor prophet. 

Aside from bis old associates of Jap-Bnss memories — 
R. H. Davis, ^*Jimmy" Hare, *'Bobbie" Dunn, Frederick 
Palmer — ^there were present in Vera Cmz the veteran war 
artist, Zogbanm, and Benterdhal, who inddentally made a 
' ' ColUer^' cover from a sketch of Jack ; J. B. ConnoUy, whom 
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we had met in Boston; Bnrge McFall (Associated Press) ; 
Jolm T. McCntcheon ; Arthur Bnhl, Vincent Starrett, Stan- 
ton LeedSy Oliver Madox Hueffer from London^ and Mrs. 
Dean, the **Widow** of the New York Town Topics. And 
from Mexico City, Mr. and Mrs. B. H. Murray, representing 
the New York World. There were others, whose names 
escape me. 

Jack was not the only correspondent who chaf ed under 
the restraint imposed upon the army in Mexico ; nor did the 
six weeks in that country strengtben his already weak 
regard for the Latin American. When the report came 
that Huerta had slipped cut of Puerta Mexico to the south, 
the whole force was personally in mutinous humor with 
sitting inactive. Several of the newspapermen broke parole 
and made their precarious way to the capital, where some of 
them landed in prison. Jack had declined to go, sayìng he 
did not f eel it was fair to General Funston. But later on 
he mitigated the control he had put upon himself, and 
sailed on the Meaicana for Tampico, the round-trip cover- 
ing a week. He would not hear of my going to share any 
possible nip-and-tuck hazard. Bealizing that I would be 
in his way, I did not urge, but remained, with Nakata, at 
the hotel. Jack charged me, in case orders should come 
for the army to march for Mexico City, to buy him a borse, 
and bave ali in readiness for him to go when he should 
jump back from Tampico. He also had me wait upon the 
good General, to discover if Nakata, being Japanese, might 
go along in such event. This the General did not thìnk 
advisable; so I kept alert for some other man. 

''If there is any advice you need, Mate,'* Jack adjured 
me, ''any help at any time, apply to Richard Harding 
Davis/' Which clinched what he thought of the "white 
man'' who had so staunchly declined to see a brother cor- 
respondent labor under disadvantage. Davis died shortly 
before Jack; and six days before Jack's death, I heard him 
deliver an impassioned encomium on Davis as a man. 
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Thére beìng no militaiy action about which to write, 
Jack employed himself turnìng out artides upon general 
observations and conditions as he saw them. For recrea- 
tion, there were horseback rides and drives within the pro- 
scrìbed radius ; swìms at Los Banos ; dinners and Inncheons 
aboard the fleet or with the officers of anny and navy 
ashore ; shopping for laces, Mexican blankets, serapes and 
opals; visits to the little provost court where the natives 
gaped at a Mndly dispensation of jnstice beyond ali their 
conception; dancing in patios along the portales of the 
hotels; bull fights — General Funston watched these care- 
fully, and allowed no horses in the ring. Aboard the 
Salace, the hospital ship, we f ound the wounded boys read* 
ing J. B. Connolly and Jack London, and f orgetf ul of suff er- 
ing in their pleasure at meeting the authors. 

Those broken boys were forerunners of the thousands 
from ali classes, one in pain and purpose, for whom in the 
hospitals of Europe Jack was to fili so many needs. ^'There, 
in hospital," wrote one, ''I read Buming Daylight . . . 
then the doctor sent me to Blighty. There I lef t Bumvng 
Daylight — ^in the midst of volumes neat and clean and new, 
damp-stained and broken-backed, I left it . . •" And from 
our friend Major Harry Strange, at the Front : * * I always 
knew somewhat, and Jack taught me more, and war has 
quite convinced me, that the only happìness and joy worth 
while is in service, good, big, noble, brave-hearted service. ' * 
The Tommies called Jack's books *^the Jacklondons ' ' ; and 
one of them, a hot-hearted young Celt, wrote me from Dub- 
lin: ^^I only know that the man who comprehends as he 
did is always rìght> and that every one else is wrong." 
Which voices my own conviction. Again I listen to Jack's 
appeal: ^^Be patient with me in the little things; I am 
really patient in the big ones — ^I bave net winced nor crìed 
aloud." And whereas he might be hasty in little things 
and little judgments, upon the big issues of mankind and of 
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hi8 own affaire in relation to mankind, he laid fi divining 
finger that could not touch other than wisely and rightly. 

There were visita to San Juan de Ulna, with ita spew 
of filthy, dehumanized prisoners^ whom, with their nnthink- 
able dungeonSy oiir navy deansed and deodorized. Some of 
these nnfortunates had no faintest notion as to what, if 
any, offense had condemned tLem to that living burial below 
sea level. Others recited haltingly the most trivial of inci- 
dente that had doomed them to exist for years without 
standing-room or light. 

'^Pretty awful, isn't itt But don't forget, Mate,^' 

Jack, who never forgot anythiiig, wonld point out, '^that we 
ourselves aren 't half-oivilized yet, in onr treatment of con- 
victs. AlsO) there 's sach a thing as 'railroad' stili existing 
in the land of the f ree I ' ' 

Ali this time, busy working and playing in Vera Cruz, 
waiting while Washington held the army and navy bonnd 
in porty Jack, accordìng to rmnor in the capìtalist press 
of the United States, was leading a band of insnrrectos 
somewhere in the north of Mexico I Bumor, did I say t The 
large headlines read:^ 

JACK LONDON LEADS AEMY OF MEXICO BEBELS. 

That some one was making nse of bis name, however, 
seems probable ; for later on we heard of persons who had 
met **Jack London" in Mexico and in Lower California. 
And an American firm dealing in artist's materials, waited 
for years for this or another spnrions Jaxk London in 
Mexico to settle bis account. 

Whether Jack gathered the bacilli in Tampico, or 
whether General Maas ' blockade that prevented the ingress 
of f resh food to the occupied town of Vera Cruz, combined 
with the hotePs filthy Mtchen, was responsible, we shall 
never know. But on May 30, the day set for him to go np 
in an army aeroplane, instead he went to bed in our lately 
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bnllet-riddied room, with acute bacillary dysentery. Na- 
kata and I took charge of the nnrsing, under the resident 
American physician, Dr. A. B. Goodman, in consultation 
with Major Williams. The latter wanted him to go into 
army hospital, bnt Jack seemed to pref er a woman nurse, 
being myself. Thereafter, every spoonful òf water that 
passed bis lips or was used in nursing, was first thoroughly 
boiled in our room by means of eleotric appliances, ^ ' Thanks 
to American effidency, ' ' he groaned f rom his bed ; and bis 
food we cooked by the same process. 

It was a desperate, cautious campaign against death, but 
as usuai the patient managed by his uncommon recupera- 
tive powers to make a spectacular recovery. After a few 
days he insisted that I take the air with our f riends, and 
upon my accepting dinner invitations in the portales be- 
low. **And be aure you don't stint yourself at the lace 
shopsl'^ he would caU after, with indulgent eyes. Or he 
would tum to greet a decayed Spanish gentleman who tip- 
toed in, who must part with certain omaments of coral and 
ancient gold filigree : 

**Do you like it, MateV he would finger a bracelet or 
rosary. "If you do, say the word. A woman must bave 
some loot of war, eyen if ber husband has to buy it ! ' ' 

Nine days after he was stricken, and with pleurisy to 
boot, he was able to.go aboard the cattle transport Ossabaw, 
bound for Galveston. **If anything breaks in Vera Cruz, 
which I don't think likely, I can return,'* he said. **Mean- 
time, me for the Ranch, where I can bave white-man's di- 
mate and grubl'' 

'^Do you know what are in the long boxes where those 
soldiers are sitting to play cardsf " Jack pointed down to 
the main deck. And bef ore I could gasp a reply, he finished : 

^ ^ Those f ellows were dead in f our days of what I pulled 
through.** 

About this time occnirred the riots in the hopfields at 
Wheatland, California, resulting f rom shocking conditions 



300 THE BOOK OP JACK LONDON 

and treatment, and for once the high-handed methods of 
certain detectìves had ronsed the ire of the pnblic. Jack's 
opinion coneeming this ^Sdeath hole^' was sought — ^indeed, 
looking over his clipping-books, I notice how f requently he 
was asked for his opinion npon widely variant snbjects. I 
qnote : 

''The sheriff fired a shot in the air, and then, presto! it ali 
happened at once. As a matter of fact, nobody knows what hap- 
pened. I am wiUing to bet that if every one of these witnesses 
went bef ore God Almighty and told, to the best of his recollection, 
no two would agree. It was the well-known crowd psychology on 
the job. 

''These men were not organized. There was only one amongst 
the 2300 of them who held an I. W. W. card. They did not need 
organization. They had seen the cost of living soar and soar, their 
pnrchasing power grow less and less ; they had ali f elt within them- 
selves, ' Something must be done. ' Above ali, they have had force 
preached into them, pounded into them, from the begìnning — ^by 
whomt The employers. 

"The employers have always ruled the working class with 
force. One incident happened that is strangely typical. One of 
the Durst Brothers stmck one of the leading workmen in the face. 
He said he did it 'facetiously.' Maybe he did; it isn't likely. 
But, facetious or not, that blow symbolized the whole relation be- 
tween employer and employee. Where they do not actually strike 
blows, it is because they fear the blows wiU be struck back. 

"Now, Sheriff Yoss and District Attomey Manwell carne on 
the scene not at ali in the interest of equity, but in the interest of 
the employer, They yere not there to see fair play; thqr were 
there to 'keep order.' The sheriff expected his shot in the air to 
cow them. 

"Why dìdnH they cowt Simply because they are becoming 
more and more imbued with the belief that force is the only way. 
I look back over history and see that never has the ruling class 
relinquished a single one of its privileges except jt was forced to. 

"It is always the things we fight for, bleed for, that we care 
most for. This lesson of force is soakìng into the workors — that's 
alL" 
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Another question npon which Jack's views were solicited 
wa8 as f ollows : A grown man in the State of Illinois took 
advantage of a yonng girl^ and waa sentenced to thirty 
years in the penitentiary. A child being bom, the yonng 
mother started a movement to f ree ita father so that he 
might marry ber for the sake of the child. Jack's answer to 
the Newspaper Enterprise Association is below: 

''The world and civìlìzation belong to the races that practice 
monogamy. Monogamy is set squarely against pronuscuity. 
Wheref ore monogamy, as the cornerstone of the state, demands a 
legai father for Vallie. Also the father and the mother of Vallie de- 
sire to make their parenthood legai. Therefore the only logicai 
thing for the state of Illinois to do is to make possible this legaliza- 
tion of Vallie 's birth and parentage. Otherwise the State of Illin- 
ois stnltifies itself by kicking out the cornerstone of civilization on 
which it is f onnd, namely, the family gronp that can exìst only 
under monogamy. ' * 

No one could be more shaken than Jack, in Jnly, by the 
beginning of war in Europe. And whìle he went on nnre- 
mittingly with writing and ranch, the war was the nnder- 
corrent of every thought. More staunchly than over bef ore 
he reiterated bis faith in England. ^'England is fighting 
ber first popular war/' he wonld say ; and he could not for- 
give Germany, over and above ber swom Frìghtfulnessy for 
baving been stupid enough to think that England would 
not fighi 

But to any proposition hearing upon bis presence in 
France as correspondent, be practically tnmed a deaf ear, 
in 1914 and thencef orward until he died. 

^^ Again I say, the Japanese settled the war correspond- 
ent forever, by proving hìm non-essential. Look at Davis 
and the rest, some of the best in the world," be would indi- 
cate as the conflict widened. * * Eating out their hearts over 
there. Not for me. If I went, I would be unable to get 
what I went after. I bave leamed my lesson. If I over do 
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go to this war, it will be to fight with England and ber 
Allies. • • . Meantime, I bave a lot of moutbs to feed, and 
irons in tbe fire, and I could not leave witb my affairs in 
tbeir present sbape." 

Yet I knew tbat bad tbere been tbe gbost of an opening 
f or him to see wbat be wisbed, be wonld bave managed to go. 

He and Collier 's corresponded upon tbe possibility^ to 
findy in tbe end, tbat tbey agreed upon tbe matter. Tbey 
wrote bim: 

^'Weleamed . . . tbat of tbe twelve Englisb correspon- 
dents chosen to join Sir Jobn Frencb 's army not one bas as 
yet been allowed tbe privilege, and tbe prospect seems tbat 
tbe tbing bas been indefinitely postponed. . • • Tbe pre- 
carionsness of tbe wbole business of war correspondents 
at tbe present time seems to make it ratber futile to put 
first-class men in tbe field^ so to speak, and break tbeir 
bearts by making it impossible f or tbem to get anywbere of 
real importance. • . • We sent you a clipping some days ago 
wbicb sbows tbat finally ali belligerents bave decided to do 
away witb correspondents. Tbe result is tbat we can only 
get certain casual articles f rom roving writers of one sort 
or anotber witb very little or real stuff from tbe front." 

Exasperated witb tbe way be f elt tbe Mezican crisis bad 
been misbandled at Wasbington, Jack grew more so witb 
tbe failure of bis own country, as time went on, to take a 
band in tbe European crisis. Tbe effect of ali tbis was to 
stimulate bis brain to more tbinking, wbile at tbe same time 
be increased bis work and plans for work in every direc- 
tion. 

Wben in June be gave me *^The Strength of the Strong," 
tbe fly leaf reminded me of tbat in a book be bad sent me tbe 
montb bef ore our marriage, in wbicb was written : ^ * Tbe red 
gods cali to US. We fling ourselves aerosa tbe world to 
meet again and not to part. ' * And bere» nine years later, 
I f ound : 
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''Back again from Vera Cruz, and ali the world, you back wìth 
me from the war game, I am ahnost driven to assert that our little 



war game adventure was as sweet and fine as our first honeymoon. 



>> 



In the Indian summer we rejoined the Roamer at San 
Baf ael and spent montha upon the big bay. The Exposition 
was rising from the water 's edge and many the late after- 
neon we puUed up our fishing-lines where we lay off Angel 
Islanda and aaiied to where we couid watch that dream city 
of domes and mìnarets in the flood of sunset rose and gold. 

On December 8^ Jack signed and dated the manuscript of 
^^The Little Lady of the Big House/ ^ and began working up 
notes f or the Greve Play^ which the Bohemian Club had 
asked him to prepare for the 1916 High Jinks. 



OHAPTER XXXVm 
boamsb; betubn to hawah; glbn ellek fobtieth yxab 

1015 

WANT to bear some of yonr hnsband's verse f he 
queried with mock gravity, inking a perìod to his 
first morning's work upon **The Acom Planter/' *'Come 
beloWy and lìsten how it runs alongi'' 

He had mnch sport wrìting this thin little volume. But 
let no one mistake that he was not in dead eamest with 
regard to its motif . Far f rom attempting formai versifi- 
oation, he bnt fixed more noticeably the runic tendency in 
earlier work whioh had dealt with the Younger World. 
When it was done and read alond^ he passed me the last 
slender sheaf to copy, sighing: 

**I don't know what to think of it— ^and yet, I don't 
believe it is so bad I Oood or bad, however, it is done ; so 
send it along to the Secretary of the Bohemian Club. 

One thing about it, though: 1*11 bet the composers in 

the Club are going to bave merry beli putting music to it. 
They've done Indian stuff before now; but this goes too far 
back into the raw beginnings of the race, I f ear. . . . Ready 
to cast off, Nakataf And Jack sprang to the Roamer's 
wheel, and in fine disdain of wind and wave forgot ^^The 
Acom Planter, * * and aU its works. 

It was f or the very reason f eared by Jack that the Grove 
Play was finally written by some one else. **The Acom 
Planter** has never been enacted, but appeared in book- 
form in 1916. **And somehow, I like the little thing,** he 
would say, passing his band over it. 

301 
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^^And now,^' he annonnced at nìne the momìng after it 
waa finished/' now for a dog-&tory. I just seem to have to 
wrìte one every so often.'* 

This was ' * Jerry, * * which was f ollowed by a companion 
hook, **Michael/' as **The Cali of the WiW had preceded 
**White Fang.** When, Jack gone beyond oonsultìng, I 
was confronted with the dilemma of issuing '^ Jerry '' simul- 
taneously with a hook of the same name f rom another house, 
I hit upon ** Jerry of the Islands,^* with ** Michael Brother 
of Jerry'' to balance the sequeL Jack had plamied, after 
bringing out both volumes, eventnally to combine them 
under the title of '^ Jerry and Michael" I remember how 
he reveled in creating the Ancient Mariner. 

^'Michael," beneath its delightful romance and character 
portraiture, is f rank propaganda for the stamping out of 
stage-training for animals. To this end, Jack had for years 
been quietly coUecting data from every available source. 
No reader who would understand bis motive should pass by 
the Preface of ** Michael, Brother of Jerry," which states 
his views. Out of this hook has grown a rapidly expand- 
ing, International organization known as The Jack London 
Club. There are no dues. 

*' Jerry" and *' Michael" appeared duly in The Cosmo- 
politan Magaeine, and the books were published in 1917 
and 1918 respectively. *' Jerry" was partly written in 
Hawaii. 

Toung friends in Stockton persuaded us to leave 
the yacht at anchor and join a week-end jaunt to Truckee, 
for the winter sports. There in the High Sierras we tobog- 
anned and went on sleighing parties. A visit to the lake 
where the iU-starred Donner Party had made its last stand 
against odds, affected Jack — that frontier tragedy, with 
others of the brave old days, having always stirred his 
imagination. The skiing, while he watched it by the hour, 
and ice-skating, Jack would not attempt with his * ^ smashed ' ' 
ankles, which had been cramping at night '^Oetting old, 
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getting old/' he would grit throngh bis teeth wMle I manip. 
nlated the small feet. ^^Do you realize that yonr husband is 
in his fortieth yearf 

Then he met **Scotty,** otberwise Mr. J. H. Scott, cham- 
pion dog-musher, with bis prize teams of Malemutes and 
Siberìan buskies, gee-pole sieda and ali. Jack's pleasnre 
knew no bounds — ^becanse, f orsooth, beyond ali personal Joy 
in renewing acquaintance with the trappings of a wonder- 
fnl pbase in bis yontb, he could now show me the old way 
of the Nortbland. '^Scotty'^ appreciated the sitaation, and 
we must drive with bim. Two sleds swung up to the cnrb, 
one driven by Mr. Brady, and we took the novel airing f or 
glistening miles to a neigbboring mountain town — Jack 
bebind the eight Malemntes, I drawn by the dozen lìgbter 
dogSy little cbow-like tbings of fluff and steel, with plumy 
cnrled tails and the brightest, merriest eyes and manners 
in the worldy ready to stampede the outfiit any moment a 
rabbit bove above the white horizon. 

**Gee! I wish it were possible to film *The Cali of the 
Wildy' Jack considered. ^'What good materials right bere! 
But I don't see how it could be done — ^a dog bero would be 
necessary.*' 

^^How about your stage-training for animalst" I hinted. 
But be thought the **cruelty'* would be negligible in pre- 
paring a dog, whose part at best could be but subsidiary. 

**Remember,'' he worked it out, **a long time, in 
one place, with no harsh traveling conditions, would be 
taken to get the dog in sbape. A few performances, at 
most, would do the trick, which is very different f rom the 
vaudeville circuit, my dear, where the animai is obliged, 
fair weather and foni, to go througb the same act, of ten of 
most unnatural oharacter, f rom two to four times a day, 
year in and year out. ' * 

Bight bere is a good place to make clear Jack London 's 
position with regard to a much-mooted issue, that of vìvi- 
seetion« He subscribed to the use, not the abuse of vivi- 
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section, approaching this subjeet, as ali others, through the 
scientific avenue. 

'^Noy l'U admity l'd run a thonsand mìles rather than 
see a pei dog of mine cut up. But if it were a choice between 
havìng my dog or any dog experìmented npon, and my 
child or any child, I*d say the dog every time/' 

ThuSy he had little time to waste in argoment with men 
and women who made claim that no benefit had been derived 
from vivìsection, no human life saved by the conclnsions 
therefroHL He considered that he knew better, what of 
the time he spent with the books. 

'^There will always be fanatica, and there will always 
be abuse, in any field of research/' he would declare. **But 
the legitimate practice of vivisection should not be inter- 
fered with. It should be subject to inspection and control 
— but not by ignorant and prejudiced sentimentalists, who 
won't listen to the good features of a proposition, and who 
exaggerate the regretable. ' ' 

There was something inimicai working in Jack's blood 
ihose days. No sooner were we back on the Ranch, than the 
sporadic cramps were succeeded by an attack of rheumatism 
in one f oot. 

''And gaze out of that window, at the weather," he 
grieved, pointing from bis bed to the streaming landscape. 
''Last winter there wasn't enough rain. This year we're 
swampedl God doesn't love the farmer! But the drain- 
tile is carrying off a lot of the overflow — ^things are work- 
ing, things are working 1" he cheered up. 

Severe pyorrhea of long standing contributed its quota 
of poison; and, in bis acid condition, bis yachting fare of 
twelve-minute-roasted canvasback and mallard, and red- 
meated raw fish, was hazardous menu. He experìmented 
with emetine, and had the viilage doctor make trì-weekly 
calla at the Ranch to give him intramuscular hypodermio 
injections. Jack's mouth altered considerably in latter 
years, from loss of ali upper teeth and wearìng a piate 
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The upper lip, once full and narrowing to the deep comers, 
grew thinner and more straight of Une. It was no less 
beautiful — ^merely different from the more youthful fea- 
ture. Jack's face, at whatever age, breaking into smile 
of lips and eyes, was one that, once seen, was never for- 
gotten. It ìb undying. It will persist as long as the lif e of 
any one who beheld it 

Before sailing for Honolulu on February 24, we made 
several trips to that loveliest of evanescent cities, the Pan- 
Pacific Exposition. Jack cared little, as a rule, for that 
sort of spectacle and amusement. But the sunset metropolis 
enf olded him in its golden embrace, oharmed hìm into hours 
of unwonted idleness, through aftemoon and blue twi- 
light, listening to the f ountains and watching the Tower of 
Jewels blossom against the starlit skies. One day I par- 
ticularly recali, when we had arrived early and stepped 
into the human, holiday atmosphere that pervaded the vast 
indosure. 

' ' I never dr o ve a car in my lif e, ' ' Jack threatened. ^ ^ It 's 
time I began. Woman, dimb ini" What I was so sum- 
marily invited to climb into was one of the handy electrio- 
driven wheel-chaìrs that rest many tired limbs. How we 
laughed; and how the moming stroUers laughed with the 
enthusiastic, noisy boy with tlie cap and curls, whò coaxed 
the f eeble mechanism into doìng bis will, and when it would 
not respond, talked to it eloquently before dismounting 
and lifting it around. It was Jack London, any of you 
who joined in gayety with the ezuberant boy that crisp 
California moming. Once, stalled momentarily in a ge- 
ranium nursery behind the giant arbor that was the 
Horticnltural Building, he atopped to admire the fiorai 
flames. He did not live'to leam that one of them, a large 
crimson single variety, had been named for himself . 

Going to Hawaii had been farthest from our thoughts 
that winter of 1915, and our decision was a result of the 
merest turn of events. Jack, beneath almost more than he 
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could stagger, even with bis large eamings, ìntended to 
stay dose at home and work out his finandal salvation 
under doublé pressure of work. The Gosmopolitan had 
ofFered release from his fiction contract long enough for 
him to accompany the Atlantic Fleet, carryìng the Presi- 
dente on its jaunt through the Panama Canal to the Exposi- 
tion. Jadk's personal desire, or ladk of desire to leave 
home, is expressed in his telegraphic reply : 

''Glen Bllen, December 18, 1914. 
''Don't want to go anywbere. Don't want to do anything ex- 
cept stay m California and write two dandy novels, the first of 
which I am now framing up. Howeyer, smee I like to be as good 
to my friends as I like my f riends to be good to me, I am willing to 
fall for the Panama adventure if it does not eompel me to lese 
too much financially. 

^'European war has hit me hard financially, vherefore in view 
of f act that Panama trip is short enough not to prevent my deliver- 
ing next year's serials on time, the primary stipulation is that 
regolar check comes to Ranch every month, induding the month 
in which I do Panama. Wire me full business details, dates, and 
amount of stufi I am expected to write. Should like several days 
in New York before saìling." 



It was not for me to sail on the battleship, and wfaile I 
acoepted my feminine fate, I dedined again to remain 
in California during an absenoe of Jack. ^^I shall go to 
Honolulu and join Beth/' referring to my cousin, Beth 
Wiley, who was wintering bere. ^^I oan be in San Fran- 
cisco for your return. '* 

Jack, though outwardly f alling in with my pian, I think 
was rather taken aback at the idea of his small woman 
going ber own way, alone. It was amusing to note his 
restlessness. Not once but many times he would boil over. 

'^I don't want to go on that damned Panama trip — ^I 
want to go to Hawaii with you, and work on ^Jerry' and 
'Michaell' '' 
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Or: ^'Somehow, I can't be content not to see the Islanda 
again, with you/' 

The exigencies of the European conflict having made it 
necessary to cali off the Fleet's Exposition voyage, Jaok's 
voice rang with the good news : 

'^Look what IVe goti And now, Mate Woman, I oan 
go to Hawaii with you!" 

Bnt when, standing on the dedk of the Matsonia, we 
waved f arewell to onr f riends, he conf essed : 

'^Do you know the trae reason I am aboard this ship 
to-dayt Because I conld not bear to disappoint you — ^and 
incidentally myself . I ought not to go away^ with ali those 
important thìngs needing my attention. Bnt I just oonldn't 
risk the sight of your face when I shonld teli you that yon'd 
bave to go alone after alll" 

^^But I wouldn%" said I, with a great relief that onr 
feet were on the outward-bonnd planking. ^^I should bave 
staid home, of course, where I belonged — and beside/' I pat 
in slyly, ^^if you had let business keep you home, it would be 
the first timel You 've always been able to manage things 
f rom a distance, and the mails and cable fadlities are stili 
working. ' ' 

**You're right/' he acknowledged. 

This and our next visit, as before written, are detailed 
in my hook ^^Our Hawaii." In the 1921 edition, I bave 
induded three artides written by Jack in 1916, entitled ^^My 
Hawaiian Aloha/' which one of the Territory's leading men 
pronounced '^worth millions to the Islanda." 

We took our own servants and set up housekeeping, in 
the first instance on Beach Walk, whenoe we carne and went 
on ìnter-island travels in the group. Our daily life in the 
pretty cottage included the same working habits as at 
home ; and af ternoons were spent on the beach. Each day, 
after luncheon, saw Jack, often robed in a blue kimono of 
bold design, carrying a long bag of similar f abric oontain- 
ing reading matter and cigarettes, with a bath-towel wound 
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turban-wise around his head, soft-footing Kalia Boad 
boTind for the Outrigger Club. They were happy hours, 
lying on the shady sand among the barbarie black-and- 
yellow canoeSy reading aloud, napping, and chatting with 
our f riends. Later in the day we swam throngh and beyond 
the breakers and spent some of the most wonderfnl moments 
of our unìted lives floating in the deeper water where, in 
the swayingy oaressing element, undisturbed betwixt sky 
and earth, ali things lost their complicated aspect, and we 
talked simply and solemnly of the issues that coont most in 
human relationship. 

When **The Scarlet Piagne,** written just before the 
baby was bom, had been received, in it he wrote : 

* * My Mate- Woman : 

''And bere, in blessed Hawaii, eight years after our voyage 
bere in our own speck boat, we find ourselves, not merely again, 
but more bound to each other than then or than aver. ' ' 

In March he wrote a Preface for **The Cry for Justice,'* 
by Upton Sinclair. 

The f ollowing lettor, written on June 3, is interesting : 

"Dear Cloudesley: 

''In reply to yours of May 15. First of ali, whatever you do, 
read Conrad 's latest — ^VICTOBY. Bead it, if you bave to pawn 
your watcb to buy it. Conrad has exceeded himself . He must bave 
deliberately set himself the ehallenge, and it is victory for him, 
because he has skinned "Ebb Tide." 

"He has made a woman out of nothing— out of sweepings of 
life, and he has made ber woman glorious. He has painted love 
with ali love's illusion — ^himself, Conrad, devoid of illusion. 

"Lena goes without saying. She is Woman. But it ìb 
possible, absolutely possible, for the several such men as Mr. Jones, 
Bicardo, Fedro, Heyst, Schomberg, Morrison, Davidson, and Wang 
and bis Alf uro woman, to exist. I know them ali. I bave met 
them ali. I swear it. 
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' ' As regards the love of this book, the sex of this hook — ali the 
love and the sex of it is correct, cursedly correct, splendidly, 
magnìficently correct, with every curse of it and every splendid 
magnificence of it duly placed, shaded and balanced. Tes, and 
the very love of Bicardo is tremendous and correct. 

''In brief, I am glad that I am alive, if, for no other reason, 
becanse of the joy of reading this hook. 

''Jack London.'' 

The next day, stili fiUed with bis emotion, he conld not 
restrain himdelf from passing it on to the author of 
^^Victory'^ 

"Honolulu, T. H., June 4, 1915. 
' ' Dear Joseph Conrad : 

' ' The mynah birds are waking the hot dawn about me. The surf 
is thundering in my ears where it falls on the white sand of the 
beach, bere at Waikild, where the green grass at the roots of the 
cocoanut pahns insists to the lip of the wave-wash. This night has 
been yours — ^and mine. 

"I had just begun to write when I read your first early work. 
I bave merely madly appreciated you and communieated my appre- 
ciation to my friends through ali these years. I never wrote you. 
I never dreamed to write you. But 'Vietory' has swept me off my 
f eet, and I am inelosing herewith a carbon copy of a letter written 
to a friend at the end of this lost night 's sleep. [The letter to 
Cloudesley.] 

"Perhaps you will appreciate this lost night 's sleep when I teli 
you that it was immediately pr eceded by a day 's sail in a Japanese 
sampan of sixty miles from the Leper Settlement of Molokai 
(where Mrs. London and I had been revisiting old friends) to 
Honolulu. 

"On your head be it. 

"Aloha (which is a sweet word of greeting, the Hawaiian 
greeting, meaning 'My love be with you.") 

"Jack London." 

Never, bef ore or since, bave I taken such hazards with 
the water as during those months at Waikiki, under Jack's 
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tutelage. Always relying upon that sixth sense of bis in 
matters of lif e and death, I foUowed bis lead wherever he 
thought by direction I could go, and accomplìshed what I 
wonld not bave deemed possible for myself . Bat be never 
led me wbere be f eared I could not saf ely swim. And wben 
once or twice we bad snrmounted conditions tbat kept 
sborebound tbe canoes and even sarfriders, and retamed 

1 unexbausted; bis Joy and pride in bis '^one small woman'' 

I were nnlimited. 

j **You're so little, so fraìl, wbite woman of my own 

! kind," be wonld marvel, bis great eyes looking into me 

as if to disoem tbe fiber of wbicb I was made. ' Look at tbat 

, arm, witb its delicate bones — ^I could snap it like a day pipe- 

stem • • . and yet, tbose arms never f altered in tbat sncces- 
sion of smoking combers to-day • . /'He tapped bis fore- 
bead: ^'Tbat's wbere it resides — ^tbat's wbat makes tbe 
trivial flesb and bone able to do wbat it doesl" 

Deep tbinker tbougb be was, and worsbipf ul of tbe brain. 
stuff of otbers, be ever f ound sbining tbìngs of tbe spirit in 
courageous pbysical endeavor. I tbink, in a dozen dose 
years witb bim, year in and year out, ''in sickness and in 
bealtb," till deatb did us part, tbat never bave I seen bim 
more elated, more uplifted witb deligbt over feat of one 
dear to bim, tban upon one Aprii day at Waikiki. 

An out-and-out Eona gale bad piled up a big, quick- 
f ollowing surf, tbresbing milk-wbite and ominous under a 
leaden, low-banging sky. At tbe Outrigger beacb no soni 
was visible ; but a group of young sea-gods belonging to tbe 
Club sat witb bare feet outstretcbed on tbe railing of tbe 
lanai above tbe canoes. Joining tbem, Jack inquired if tbey 
were **going out'* *'Notbing doing,*' one laugbed. And 
anotber, ''Tbis is no day for surf-boards — and a canoe 
couldn't live in tbat messi" ''But we are going to swim 
out,'* Jack said. "You'd better not, Mr. London, '* tbe 
boys frowned respectfully. "You oouldn't take a woman 
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into that water/' "Toh watch me/' Jack retnmed. **I 
oonldy and shall." 

We went. Now, understand : it was not to be spectaca- 
lar that Jack led me into the sea that day. This was not 
bravado. With the several weeks' training he had given 
me in sizable breakers, he ezpected as a matter of coarse 
to see me pat that training to account. And I felt as one 
with him. The thing was, first, to get beyond the diving- 
stage, for a freshet had bronght down the little river a 
tangle of thomed algaroba and other prickly vegetation, 
which, with a wild wrack of seaweed, made the shallow 
almost impassable. 

Very slowly we forged òutward, and at length were in 
position where the marching seas were f onnìng and over- 
topplìng. Bather stupendoas they loomed, I will confess; 
bat, remembering other and smaller ones and obeying scru- 
pnloasly Jack's qniet "Don't get straight up and down 
— straighten out — ^keep fiat, keep flati'' I managed not 
badly to breast and pass through a dozen or mòre smoking 
combers that f oUowed fast and f aster. 

When I finally ventured, "I think I have had 
enoaghy" immediately Jack slanted our coarse channel- 
ward where the tide flows oat toward the reef egress. But 
after half an honr we fonnd we were, despite ali effort, 
drifting Willy nilly out to sea. By now, the yonng sea-gods 
had f oUowed with their boards, f earing we might come to 
grief ; and upon their advice we re joined the breaking water, 
and ^' carne in strong" with onr best strokes to the Beach. 

Which I teli, further to point bis passion for physical 
courage and prowess that after ali are but mentaL "l'd 
like you to write books, if you wanted to,*' was bis final 
word; "but l'd rather see woman of mine win through 
those great seas out there than write great books I ' ' 

Jack's health was fairly good that summer, though he 
seemed to be on tension, and prone to argue overlong and 
oyer*intensely. Indeed, as time went on, he battled with 
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fhis and that opponente or provoked skirmishesy with an 
increasing fervor and violence that ill-betokened a peace- 
f ul old age. * * Oh, well, I *d rather wear out than rust out I ' ' 
was bis verdiot on the matter. 

And once Jack told me a thìng that wìll abide like a 
dove of peace until I die, as one of my sweetest touches with 
this sweetest of men : 

**I never said this to yon/' he began; **but many years 
ago, bef ore I knew yon existed, I lay one af ternoon on a 
California beach — at Santa Cruz — ^in one of my great dis- 
gasts . . . you know — ^when I bave dared look Truth in 
the face and become blackly pessimistie about the world 
and the men and women in it who cannot leam, who cannot 
use their puny minds. It was a warm, stili day ; and while 
I lay, with my face on my arma, over and above the steady 
breathing of the ocean and splashing of a small surf, there 
carne to me, from very far off, almost like skylarks in the 
blue, the voices of a man and a woman. 

^'I couldn't for the life of me figure where the voices 
carne from. I raised my head, but no one was in sight on 
the beach; and at last, the nearing conversation guided me 
seaward where I could just barely make out the heads of 
two persons very leisurely coming in, talking cozily out 
there in deep water, as unconcemed and comf ortable as if 
sitting in the sand. 

'^Something inside me suddenly yeamed toward them 
— ^they were so blest, those two together. And I wondered, 
lying there sadly enough, if there was a woman in the world 
for me who so loved the water— the little woman who would 
be the right woman who would speak my own language — 
with whom I could go out to sea^ without boat or lif e- 
preserver ; hours in the water holding long comradely talks 
on everything under the sun, with no more awareness of the 

means of locomotion than if walking. ^I could bave told 

you this eight years ago," he mused, ^Hhat wonderful mom- 
ìng we swam together across Urufaru Bay in Moorea, 
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while tìie Tàhitìans worried about the sharks. . . . I 
thonght of it at the time. Bnt we were not alone* The stage 
was not set for you and me." 

I conld see that the shame of civilìzation, the Oreat 
War, worked havoc in hìm. That any white nation, hant- 
ing for a place in the snn, shonld have made snch a thing 
possible, was never out of his consciousness ; and he raved 
in his ohoicest vocabulary conceming Germania. Stili, he 
did not think the war wonld last long. We were on Hawaii, 
the ^'Big Islandy" with the 1915 Congressional janketing 
party f rom Washington, on which Jack had been made one 
of the entertainment committee, when the stunning intelli- 
gence came of the sinking of the Lusiiama. Jack, for once, 
was shocked into something akin to silence. To his mind, 
the best characterization of that crime was the one made 
by I have f orgotten whom : * ' When Germany, with paean of 
Joy, committed suicide I " 

To certain harsh connnents npon a yoang English friend 
who, answering Great Britain's cali, left his mother and his 
children in Honolulu, Jack pleaded with blazing eyes : 

^^You do not seem to understand: he had to go. There 
was no other way out, for him, than the one he chose ; he 
could not have done other than he did • . . as well criticize 
the flame that bums, as criticize this royal thing of the 
spirit within him that drew him f rom success, and love of 
children, and f at security, half-way across the world to fling 
himself into the maelstrom of battio, pain and death— ali 
for an Idea." 

In the latter part of July, we bade good bye to Hono- 
lulu. Jack said: ^^We must go back soon. I feel as if 
our visit had been interrupted. " For he had made many 
friends, conquered a few outstanding prejudioes, and felt 
much at home in this neighboring '^fleet of Islands" above 
the Line. 

We landed into the annoyance of trouble with the 
grapejuice company, but it seemed as if difficulties of this 
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sort were ali in the day's work. '^What am I to thinkt I 
go into the deanest sort of busìnesB, to make the best non- 
alcoholio drink known, and I get it in the neck, pronto — jnst 
like thatl^' 

' ' But the lake 's f nll of water f or my alf alf a, ' ' he cheoked 
hìmself, ^'and that means more life, more abundance of 
butter-fat from your little Jerseys, bigger Shire colta, 
heavier beef cattle, and the resti" 

To onr mutuai rejoioing, the water was warm enough 
for swimmingy and Jadk asked bis sister to shift a gang 
from some other section of the ranch, ^'run np" a log bath- 
house of six rooms and lead the necessary piping for two 
showers. Inside of three days this convenienòe was a 
reality, as well as an appropriate accent in the soenery of 
the meadow. A rustie table and seats, set within a drcle of 
redwoodSi two canvas boats forgotten out of the Snark's 
dunnage, together with a diving float, perf ected our equip- 
ment for al fresco entertaining. 

Jack stocked the lakelet with catfish bronght from the 
San Joaquin river, and these proved a great advantage, 
both for sport and table. 

A trap-shooting outfit was purchasedi but he never got 
around to having it installed. ^'I can't find a place that 
seems exactly right," he complained; '^nor a good spot for 
a tennis court. As for golf links — " he put it up to Joe 
Mather, '4f you'll make suggestions where they can be laid 
out| l'U go ahead and bave the work dono." 

There had been correspondence with Mr. Edgar Sisson, 
then editor of The Cosmopolitan, as to writing a '^ movie" 
novel based upon a scenario by Charles Goddard, author of 
**The Perils of Pauline" and other '^thrillers" of the 
screen. Chapters of the novel were to appear in the string 
of Hearst newspapers, and simultaneously illustrated in 
the cinema theatres. Jack was not enthùsiastio at first, 
but saw a possible way to recoup bis pocketbook from 
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tremendons outlay on the ranch. Bis suggestion being 
agreed upon f or a Inmp som mnnìng ìnto five large figores 
with temporary release f rom his regalar measnre of fiction, 
he launohed into it with glee : 

^'Think — ^it'll be sheer recreation, though I doublé my 
usuai daily portiou, at doublé my usuai rate! And I donH 
bave to do a thing but reel off the staff , upon Ooddard's 
scenario notes. I don't bave to worry about plot, or 
sequenoe of events, or contributo a single idea if I don't 
want to!*' 

He never oeased to maintain that he hated to write^had 
to drive himself to it. It made him flare when this was ques. 
tioned. In reply to an unknown admirer, he wrote: ^S . . 
Let me teli you that I envy you, You delìght to write. 
You delight in your writing. You are enamored of writing, 
while I, with the publication of my first hook, lost ali joy 
in writing. I go each day to my d^y task as a slave would 
go to his task. I detest writing. On the other band it ìs 
the best way I bave over found to make a very good 
living. So I continue to write. But his best work was con- 
ceived in passion for its own sake, and I think one feels 
his urge of self-expression^ while many were his enthu- 
siasms over what he was doiug. One short piece of work 
gave him a great deal of pleasure — a Preface for a new 
edition of Dana's *'Two Years Before the Masf Be- 
cause of absence f rom California, his manuscript did not 
reach Macmillans in season, c>nd it was a keen disappoint- 
ment to Jack that the hook was published without his appre- 
dation. So the most he could do was to include it in a book- 
collection, and it appears, under the title of '^A Classio of 
the Sea,'* in *'The Human Driff 

Mr. Sisson and Mr. Goddard paid us a visit to discuss 
ways and means, because Jack avowed his determination of 
taMng this work to Hawaii, where Mr. Goddard would bave 
to send his installments of scenario for the novelist's guid- 
ance. When in the spring of 1916, at Waikiki, he oompleted 
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this manusoript of what has been called ^^frenzied fiction" 
he wrote a Foreword explaining at length how he had come 
to lend hìmself to snch a bizarre undertaMng. ^'In tnith," 
he saye, '^this yam is a celebration. By its completion I 
celebrate my fortieth birthday, my fiftieth hook, my sìx- 
teenth year in the writing game, and a new departnre. I 
bave certainly never done anything like it before; I am 
pretty certain never to do anytìung like it again. ' ' And he 
then goes deeper into bis subject. 

^^Hearts of ThreOi" they named it; and, as a sympa- 
thetic critio has suggested, it sbould be viewed as something 
of a joke-^the most adventurons, high-spirited, rollicking, 
ridiculous, impossible staff in the world, an outrageous 
thing of delightfal absurdity. In this light Jack regarded 
ity and had the time of bis lif e in its fabrication. He re- 
ceived bis money, bat died before the story was published 
in the newspapers; and for esome reason it has not, up to 
1921, been presented npon the screen. 

Our loss of Nakata, to marriage and career, at the end 
of 1915, constituted more than a domestio flnrry. He had 
nearly every prereqnisite of the dose and confidential ser- 
vitor, and it is hard to dedde which soffered more f rom bis 
absence, Jack or myself . AU in ali, I think it was Jack. 
Next, onr gaests missed bis dieery and charming service, 
for '^ Where is Nakata t" ordinarily followed greetings from 
onr f riends. 
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THS wab; hawah 

1916 

AND now I come to the la43t and most difficnlt movement 
in my undertakìng. The mere narrative is nothing 
— ^that in Maroh, with our Japanese, we sailed on the OretU 
Northern f or Honolulu, rented a spreading old bungalow at 
2201 Kalia Boad, Waildkiy and lived the gay lif e of the sub- 
tropic city, breaking the round with wonderf ul inter-island 
explorationSy and returning to California after seven 
months. 

What is so difficult is the developing of this last earthly 
phase of Jack London, so that ali who run may read and 
not wonder oyermuoh why, through sheer neglect, he out 
himself off, or caused himself to be cut off f rom the larger 
fulfilment of himself. For I tmly believe that his best work 
was yet to come. That he belìeved it, I am equally con- 
vìnced. ''Just wait, wait until l've got everything going 
ahead smoothly, and don't bave to consider the where- 
withal any more, and then I am going to write some real 
booksl" 

Jack's lif e is the story of a princely ego that struggled 
for full ezpression, and realized it only in a smaU degree. 
There were so few to heed his deeper self-manif estations. 
As a mere lad, he was conscious of that superiority and of 
its environmental discrepancy, and ali the while f ought for 
the congenial environment. As he grew in mental stature, 
he recognized himself as part of the whole ego-substance, 
and proceeded to fight for the proper environment for egos 
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oiher ihan bis own. Hence, Jaok the Indivìdualiist, and 
Jeuck the Socialiat. 

The result of his individuai straggle for expression^ 
when youngy was Success, Becognìtion. Yet, as I have 
already written, suéh was the universal quality of his mind 
that he would have reached success, as the world regards 
it, by way of any medium of expression he had selected 
under ceaseless urge of that princely ego. Perhaps, as the 
years lapsed, if the world had demanded more, he might 
have been f orced into an expression somewhere nearly ade- 
quate to his inner demand. But the world acclaimed what 
he did do, and the money that same world paid enabled him 
to search for happiness — a goal in itself. Yet happiness, 
as he saw it, was endeavor, always endeavòr, the accumula- 
tion of knowledge, and to no small end. He created an 
environment which bade fair to balance in extent his royal 
requirement — ^the wide-reachìng acres with their herds of 
the besty the lavish Ihospitality, tìie grw,t house. (Yet 
throughout he preserved the collective ideal, gave to others 
the unselfish help of his brain and time and money, impelled 
by an incorruptible ideal of making the world a better place 
for his having lived in it— of ^^causìng two blades of grass 
to grow where one grew before.'* 

But with ali this in his grasp, the instinct to search stili 
drove him on. He was doomed to remain unsatisfied, and 
unsatisfied he remained. The ultimate aìm could not be 
fame, nor money, nor anything the world had in its gif t. I 
had almost said that Love itself lef t him empty ; but insof ar 
as he loved Love, and oould not live wìthout Love and what 
understanding and case of spirit Love could vouchsaf e in 
his ungaarded moments of despair. Love, I say, given and 
retumed, kept him alive for many a year. This I know. 

He had tried during his lif e ali the ways known to man 
for getting away from an insatiable ego. And ali he had 
really suoceeded in was to obscure the demands that he had 
by his white logie interpreted, and had striven so hard to 
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placate. It may be he sensed this long before he carne 
face to face with and acknowledged it; and this probably 
led him more or less conscioasly to greater emphasis upon 
ali the things with whioh he drugged his perception of 
f utility — ^his worky his amasements, and the dream of soien- 
tific husbandry into which his unquenchable pioneerìng 
spirit had led him. And when, once in a while, he bronght 
up and staggered before a flash of insight to the way he 
was bound, he called npon ali the artifices of a snperb 
intellect to prove he was right in defying the vision. I^ 
was a regal battle, and he lost — at least, so far as concems 
the perceptions of most of na who are loft. No man with 
his capacity conld ever really bary the melancholy heritage 
that is coincident with the brain that seeks and scans too 
closely the fearfnl face of Truth. ^^My mistake in opening 
the books/' he wonld repeat. ^^Sometimes I wish I had 
never opened the books. ' ' Stili, except as he was warped 
by sicknessy at any time he was glad to quote, ^^ 'E liked 
it ali." The game was worth the candle. 

The conflict shows in the caliber of literature that first 
eamed him renown, and the caliber of that which served 
his chosen end, preaching the things which filled his brain 
and hands with work that waided off the final capitulation 
he made to his fate. The first is distinguished by the im- 
personal note ; the second marked equally by the personal 
Had the human day of him been equal to his mental 
capacity and urge, he might in time bave stood out grand 
and free and his gif t to the ages been of unequaled value. 

As note: 

For months JaA had been readìng, in his intensive 
method, in conjunction with the works of aU the best alien- 
ists, upon the subject of Psychoanalysis — Freud, Prince, 
and, most of ali, Jung. Much he read aloud, calling me to 
him, or f oUowing me about to instil certain passages. But 
it was one utterance, in that summer of 1916, that niiade me 
realize, distinct from the excitement that the conquest of 
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Knowledge always prodnced in him, that he had at last come 
upon fiomething commensurate with his highest powers of 
penetration. His eyes lìke stars, his face stili with a high 
solemnity I had never before seen npon it, in a voice so 
prophetio that my soni has been listening ever since, he 
said : 

^ ^ Mate Woman, I teli you I am standing on the edge of a 
world so new, so terrible, so wonderfnl, that I am almost 
afraid to look over into it." 

As I carne to look with him over that brink into the 
possibilities of that new world which is as old as Time, I 
began to see what it was beginning to mean to him who had 
sensed its abysses as long ago as when he wrote ' ' The Cali 
of the Wild/' ay, and before that. With his synthetic 
mind, he wonld bave been a splendid exponent of what bids 
fair to be the limitless scope and application of the prin- 
ciples of Psychoanalysis. At times, when he ezponnded his 
hopes of what he would be able to accomplish in this 
research I was canght up into his vision. But so terrific 
was the marvel of what he dared dream he might do, that 
one's every-day senses reeled away from the contem* 
plation. I bave no words, no skill^ with which to transfer 
to my reader this look into the gulf . But why. Jack thought, 
if he could leam to analyze the secret soul-stuff of the 
individuai and bring it up to the light of f oreconsciousness, 
could not he analyze the soul of the race, back and back, 
ever farther into the shadows, to its murky beginningsf 
His eyeSy when he thus speculated, were those, not in the 
least of a fanatic, but of a seer, deep as the ages. He 
walked on air, yet the actual material practically of it 
appealed before ali. 

While he laid aside the heavy volumes read and anno- 
tatedy until such time — say on a voyage to Japan in 1917 — as 
he could review them with me. Jack applied their principle 
more than was entirely saf e for the complaoency of those 
with whom he came in contact. If he had ever before used 
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the world and its ìnhabitants to keep hìm interested in the 
game of life, he now employed them in ways they never 
gaessed in casual associatìon with him. Applying his new 
system of approach^ ali in the way of social interconrse he 
was delving into the soul-stuff of men and women as they 
never would have dared analyze the significanoe of their 
own repressions. He went to startlìng lengths in this 
risky game of '*playing with souls/' Old cnriosities, long 
sinoe laid, were resnrrectedy to be dipped in the alem- 
bic of psychoanalysisy and he experimented with his own 
caprices in the most unexpected ways. 

Perhaps the majority of the minds which he laid bare 
were not of a qnality to make his investigation profitable. 
However that may be, it bronght to him-^and this was my 
greatest f ear — ^yet more disillusion with the human element 
that had already suffered mnch in his regard. When the 
measure of a thinker's associates steadily shrinks in his 
estimate, that thinker, maddened by their immobility to 
ideas, is f acing annihilation. The sitnation becomes insnp- 
portable. The **will to live'' weakens and breaks down, no 
matter how fair the world nor Love how sweet. Jack's 
conclusions were saddening in the extreme. A paragraph 
from H. G. Wells's "The Discovery of the Future*' so 
appositely expresses Jack's attitude from time to time, that 
I shall quote it instead of trying to reconstruct his own 
words : 

''I do not think I could possibly join the worshìp of humanity 
with any gravity or sincerity. Think of it ! Think of the positive 
facts. There are surely moods f or ali of us when one can f eel 
Swif t 's amazement, that such a being should deal in pride. There 
are moods when one can join in the laughter of Democritus; and 
they would come oftener were not the spectacle of human little- 
ness 80 abundantly shot with pain. ' ' 

Wells goes on to say that the pain of the world is also 
shot with promise ; but Jack at this stage was grudging of 
this expectation. 
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I was too dose to it ali to see the full drif t of bis fall ; 
or, better, in my characteristic way, while domg my best in 
a given set of droumstances, I wonld not admit what I 
shrank f rom f acing. The test of my endurance was severe, 
f or Jack reqnired so greatly of me in the capacities of wif e, 
lover, friend, even confessor, for he withheld nothing — 
nothing, I repeat — of what he was passing through; and 
my responsibility, it may be gaessed, was almost more than 
I could bear and preserve a dieerfnl poise. That he missed 
little of this, I am assnred. More than thrice he snd- 
denly remarked : * * You are the only one in the world who 
could live with mei*' Which was with direct ref erence to 
bis intellectual vagaries, and not to any personal difficul- 
ties. It is ali an inexpressibly dear heritage — ^the memory 
of that with which he entrusted me. I might think I 
had f ailed in many particulars, except for the continuance 
of bis confidence and bis almost ohildlike dependence upon 
me when bis burden was too great. A generous friend, 
taUdng with bim shortly before bis death, has given me 
Jack's dedaration, speaking of myself : ^^She has never 
failed me. I bave had the comfort of ber stedfastness, and 
bave gained strength from it. She is always ready to act 
with and for me at any moment. ' ' 

No matter how strange he seemed at times, nor how 
isolate, I leamed I must stand by, night and day, for bis 
instant need. There would be, say, a tirade against the 
infinitesimal natures of folk, or an argument, and he might 
work himself ìnto a f renzy wherein I accused bim of intel- 
lectual unf aimess ; or, we might disagree vitally upon some 
personal matter. Once, twioe, I withdrew and left bim to 
work out bis bumor by himself. But he could not, or would 
not. I f ound myself not daring to pursue this course ; and 
thereaf ter, in the Islands and later at home, when the impul- 
sion was upon bim, I did my best to maintain my end in 
discussion, into the small bours if necessary, until he was 
exhausted, when, suddenly, in bis fighting-f ace there would 
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dawn the sweetness that disarmed anger and critioiam alike 
in friend and f oe. He would fall asleep in my arms, awak- 
enìng penitent for the pallor of my cheeks that no smile 
could camouflage, and gratitnde for the smile. A conversa- 
tion Bomething like this would ensue : 

*'Bear with me, Mate Woman — ^you're ali IVe gof 

**Ido. Ido." 

**Then, do more than that!'' 

^^IwillI Iwill!'' 

Any chiding that he was not taking suffident nourish- 
ment, and neglecting hìs exerdse, elicited the time-honored 
response : 

*'I'm ali right — don't bother. And you're never up in 
time to see the hnge breakfast I tnck away — ^three cnps of 
coffee, with heavy cream, two sof t-boiled eggs, half of a big 
papaiar' 

But it was months before I leamed that every mortiing 
the ampie bedside repast, which he so enjoyed with his 
moming Pacific Commercial Advertiser, was completely 
lost. That abiding pride in his '^cast-iron stomach'' had 
suffered an edipse; and with it his God-given ability to 
sleep whensoever he elected. This was indeed a desperate 
case, and I was frightened, bec^use from birth on I myself 
had bedded with insomma, and feared its oonsequences 
upon one of Jack 's temperament. Only three times did he 
tamper with a narcotic, for he reaUzed its perii. ^ ^ Oh, bave 
no fear, my dear," he reassured me more than once, ^^l'il 
never go that way. I want to live a hnndred years I ' * 

It being an unwritten mie that I was never to be dis- 
turbed from sleep, I awoke in swift terror one morning in 
Honolulu to find Jack, his face working with pain, at my 
door: 

*'I had to cali you. Mate — ^I am sorry — ^but you must get 
a doctor. I don't know what it is, but it is awfull" And 
he crept back to his sleeping-porch. His friend Dr. Walters 
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was outy and Dr. Herbert responded, as best he conld help- 
ing Jack throngh the agony, dìagnosing the oause as a 
calculus. 

I snppoBe it is a wise wife who, rather than make mar- 
riage hideous by Bagging, lets her husband destroy himself 
in hi8 own oncaring way I Even with the excnioiating omen 
of worse to come, Jack made little or no effort te put off 
hÌ8 day of dissolution. The friendly physicians exhorted in 
vain: he clung to his diet of raw aku (bonita), and, aside 
f rom the breakfast f rait and occasionai poi, which he termed 
a *'beneficent food,'* qnite neglected the vegetable nutri- 
ment his malady demanded, while the cramping of his ankles 
did not lessen. 

As f or exercise, save for the most desultory and infre- 
quent dips off-shore, he took none. My qnestion, * * Are you 
going to swim with me to-dayt*' was oftenest met with: 

*'Yes— believe I will . . . No, l'm right in the thick of 
this new box of reading-matter from home. Oh, I don't 
know — ^the water looks so good . . . Bnt no; l'U go ont in 
the hammock where I can read and watch yon. ' ' And his 
bodily inertia won ont. 

But it wonld strike me, looking back across the seawall 
to where, in bine kimono, he swnng under the ancient hau 
tree, that he read little; whenever I waved back to him 
there was an immediate response that bridged the jade and 
turquoise space. But the arm stretched ont to me was ali 
too white from seeking the shadows. If I did not ask him 
to go out, then, the same day or another, he would remind 
me of it, with a mild reproach. 

Not a block would he walk to the electric tram, but called 
an automobile three miles from town whenever he wanted to 
go in for a shave. If he were not going out, and expected 
no company, he spent the day in bathing-trunks and kimono 
and sandals, not only for coolness at work, but because it 
was too much effort to dress. This calla up an incident 
that occurred one day in Honolulu, though I did not come 
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upon the mwardneBS of it nntil long afterward. It goes to 
illustrate the sheep-mindedness of the mass of beings who 
wìsh to find f amous men and women f ashioned in the image 
of the quibbling, f oppish, gnat-brained incamation that is 
their own. Jack himself , small as was bis respect f or these, 
never failed to react to the dnmsy stab of their inert yet 
harmful smngness — ^harmful because it influences and fixes 
the attitnde of masses of humans who might, otherwise 
guidedy attain a f reer view of lif e. 

A woman of Bnssian birth, passìng through^ wanted to 
meet this man Jack London, who so dominated the f ancy of 
ber countrymen. According to ber story, oertain tourist 
aoquaintances wamed ber ; **But he isn*t decent — ^be^s likely 
as not, we bear, to receive yon dressed only in a kimono 1 ' * 
The lady was not to be balked ; and one day, unannoonced, 
sbe called dnring Jack's working bours. In spite of bis 
irritation at being so unoeremoniously intemipted, sbe 
fonnd bim conrteous and interesting, and did not stop 
over-long. 

'*Wbat did yon think of bimf What is he likef her 
informants asked. 

^^I think he is a very decent fellow,'' the Bussian began. 

^^But was n't he in bis kimonof " 

**Why, yes — ^I believe he was," coolly sbe rejoined. 
^^And I want to say that, in bis kimono, he seemed to me 
more f nlly dothed than most of the men one meets in full 
conventional attire/' 

Except that he sat through long dinners without eatìng, 
Jack was normal enongh to aU intents. When anxions 
bostesses drew bis attention to the untouched piate, he 
wonld repeat.that story of the large breakfast, and dedare 
that except at a Hawaìian hum (feast), where he made a 
practice of banqueting sbamelessly, he would rather talk 
than eat ; and therenpon he dosed the topic by taking np the 
ihread of bis disconrse where it had been cut. 
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He drank very moderately. ''Sometimes I think l'm 
satarated with alcohol, so that my membranes bave began 
to rebel/' be observed upon more than one occasion. ^^See 
— bow little in the glass — and tbis is my first drink to-day 1 ' ' 
A montb before tbe end, in response to a telegram from 
Dr. W. H. Geystweity Pastor of tbe First Baptist Cburcb, 
San DiegOy Calif omia. Jack wired : 

''Never bad mncb experience with wine-grape growing. The 
vineyardfl I bonght were old, worked cut, worthless, so I pulled 
ont the vines and planted other crops. I stili work a few acres 
of profitable wine grapes. My position on alcohol is absolute, 
nation-wide Prohibition. I mean absolute. I have no patience in 
half-way measures. Half-way measures are nnf air, are tantamount 
to confiscation, and are provocative of nnderhand cheating, lying, 
and law-breaking. When the nation goes in f or nation-wide Pro- 
hibition, that will be the end of alcohol, and there will be no cheat- 
ing, lying nor law-breakìng. Personally I shall continue to drink 
alcohol f or as long as it is accessible. When absolute Prohibition 
makes alcohol inaccessible I shall drop drinking and it won^t be any 
hardship on me and on men like me whose name is legion. And the 
generation of boys after us will not know anything abont alcohol 
save that it was a stupid vice of their savage ancestors." 

In Hawaii for tbe most part be ordered ^^soff drinks 
or ^^small beer" dnring tbe nigbts we spent in tbe open-air 
cafésy I danoingy be visiting at the tables with bis f riends. 
Bnt over be kept an eye upon me, as if looking for some one 
stable in a crasbing world. Seldom, swinging near, did I 
f ail to oatcb bis glance and a little indulgent amile be bad 
for tbe ^^kid woman">wbOy loving the dance, bad gone 
without it for so many traveling years after marrying bim. 

In a osterie of excellent players among Honolulu 's men 
and women, botb American and Hawaiian, mucb of Jadc's 
recreation time was at cards — ^mostly bridge, with now and 
then a poker game» 

To show the restlessness that was in bim, I can instance 
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the entertaining we did. Day after day at onr honse it 
would be a lunoheon, a bridge party, tea, swirnming, a din- 
ner, and theatre, or dancing either at home or on tìie Boof 
Garden or at ^^Heinie's," and, likely, a midnight swim 
bef ore bed. Some of the Inncheon guests might be induded 
in the aftemoon carda ontside in the little jungle of that 
magnificent hau tree, but new players had also been bidden. 
A fresh bevy'blew in for tea and bathing, and the diners 
would be stili another party. Friends for noonday or din- 
ner usually numbered an even dozen, since the round table 
accommodated just that number, We lived in a whirl ; and 
many times, while I was at the telephone inviting for three 
different events for a certain day, Jack would come patter- 
ing in bis straw sandals aoross the large palm-potted rooms, 
and*whisper : ^^ While you're about ìt, better pian the orowds 
for the day after. ' ' 

A Honolulu neighbor, Charles Dana Wright, one day 
asked Jack: 

*' Why do you always bave twelve %t your tablet" 

^^Because it won^t hold any morel'* was Jack's reply. 

He seemed running away from himself, fiUing in every 
moment, as if uneasy with too many disengaged dates in 
prospect. Yet he would suddenly tire of it ali, and there 
would be a luU. One night, after an undisturbed day when 
we had worked, and swam, read aloud, played pinochle, 
and eaten alone together, he breathed with satisfied 
demeanor : * * Happiest day I ever spent in Hawaii 1 ' * 

He had a way, at work in bis cool green Umai (veranda) 
— ^a mile from where B.L.S. once wrote by Waikiki waters 
— of looking aside upon me as I walked about the long 
rooms ; and when I càught him at it, bis lips would f rame 
kisses in the air. What was behind the inscrutable, star- 
blue eyes that were never so beautiful as that summer in 
bis Happy Isles, when he made no attempt to retard an 
illness that could not be less than fatai if not ohecked f Was 
that mind that had ^^known the worst too young," and that 
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he had systematically overworked, now longing for sur- 
oease, ^^restless for rest/' as William Herbert Camith so 
aptly put itf Does that account for the apparently delibe- 
rate want of resistancef He, the eternai fighter, patently 
refused to fight for the recoustmction of a failing body, 
or to exert his powerfnl wìU to conserve his physìcal 
strength. On the contrary, it wonld seem as if the longing, 
at least of his unconscious mind, for cessation of effort to 
continue existence, swung him into a non-resistance which 
made for destruction. When he looked at me as he would 
look, was he hiding something he knew would fili me with 
terror — did he bave an intuition that I would be unthinkably 
alone with the faUing of the autumn leavesf One late after- 
noon, in the hammock, he read me ^^In Autumn," from 
George Sterling's *'The Caged Eagle,'* just received from 
the poei His voice broke at the last, and the eyes he raised 
to mine in a long, long gaze, were deep pools in whioh I f elt 
US both drowning. But when at length he spoke, it was òf 
the wonder of the man who had written the poem. 

I shall never know. Ali I do know is that he was upon 
the nightward slope of living, and that ali I had to ding to 
was what sometìmes fell from his lips when I had thought 
him absorbed in hook or writing — ^abruptly, as if wmng 
from him : 

* * God 1 — ^Woman, if you knew how I love you I " 

And again, his eyes buming : 

'*Child, child — ^you don't know what love isl*' 

Or he would murmur in a golden voice, across the length 
of the house, so that I must harken dosely to bear : 

**I love you ... I love you." 

Once: 

^^Take my heart in both your hands, My Woman." 

To me, who asked nothing from fate but to serve, he 
said one day: 

^^I can refuse you nothing. Anything you ask for, in 
seriousness, you may bave. I am so entirely yours; you 
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can have anything yon want of me, l'd do anything for 
you — ^actually, I beUeve l'd murder, if you asked mef 
He added: **Some day, wlicn we are seventy, you and 
I, in the autumn of our long years together, l'U teli you 
some things about myself — ^how I have come to know how 
unthinhably I love you." 

Ali this intensity was part of the raw state in which he 
was, dying, the dear heart, and how were we to knowt One 
moming, it seems he thought I had told him a deliberate 
falsehood in a vital oonnotation, and I was at a loss to 
account for his alarming recklessness throughout the day. 
That night, worried, for once I eavesdropped, and heard 
him with his own soul: ^^To think of iti To think of it!" 
he wrestled with despair. The next day, quite as unwit- 
tingly as I had dealt the erroneous impression, I undid the 
same. Then it ali came out, with boyish jubilanoe in his 
relief, how he had agonized that *^ Ali l've got in the world" 
had thrown him down I 

When he heard that the old bungalow, whispering of 
romance, was on the market, he came to me, his eyes dilating 
with the pleasure of giving : 

**Do you want me to buy it for you, or do you prefer to 
wait till the war is done, and then get a sweet three-topmast 
schooner, fit her out, throw aboard your grand piano, a big 
launch, and a touring car, and start around the world for 
years 1 ' ' 

Naturally I chose the schooner, and told him that ìf for 
only selfish reasons, the war could not terminate any too 
soon to please me I — ^There he was, at . it again— his 
^^crowded hour of glorious lìfe" ali too short for the large 
plans for work, thought, play I I finger the sun-tanned note- 
pad upon which he scribbled expense calculations for that 
post-bellum voyage : Six men, so much y Captain, so much ; 
Engineer, Mate, Cook, Servants, Doctor — ^with loose mar- 
gins for his figures. ^^But, Mate," I objected, ^^that means 
no letup for you — ^harder work than ever. " * * What of it f " 
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éheerily he langhed it off. ^^I make my work easy— I Ve 
got 'em ali skìnned to deathl" 

Those little note-pads of Jack^s — ^I find them at every 
tum, **Alway8 cany a notebook,'* he advìsed. **Travel 
with it. Eat with it. Sleep with it. Slap into it every 
stray thought that flutters up into yonr brain. Cheap 
paper is less perishable than gray matter, and lead pencil 
markings enduro longer than memory." 

Certain photographs, one of hìmself and me in the gar- 
den, and one of myself on Neuadd Hillside, he kept near his 
work-table, and often looked at them. And at home after- 
ward, '^Charmian, Gharmicm . . ."he would murmnr as he 
had murmnred the day we first met, **I love your name. 
TouVe no idea how I stop ali work and reading, and lie 
bere just looking at your face in the frame. " 

There were six weeks on end in Hawaii that Jack seemed 
quite bis healthy, hearty self. Tbis was during what can 
best be termed a ^^royal progress" upon which, in company 
with Miss Mary Low, a part-Hawaiian friend, diamond- 
trove of Information and imagination, who made it possible 
at that time, we endroled the ^^Big Island." The details 
of this joumey I bave related in ^^Our HawaiL" It was a 
passage of unalloyed pleasure, f raught with plans for the 
future when we should return to do the thousand things 
that this time must be left undone. In my band at this 
moment is one of Jack's yellow note-pad leaves, soribbled 
with the most f ragmentary jienciled items : 

^^BSow not to know Hawaii . . • How the Tourist does 
it — ^the tourist route — ^never dreams. 

^^How to know Hawaii. Wait— under that surface 
excess of hospitality— the deeps of a remarkable people 
— really exdusive • . • Make no quick judgments. Come 
back, and come back, and then, some day, you will begin to 
find yourselves not only in their homes but in their hearts. 
And you will be well beloved . • ." 
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^'I almost think," he said in retrospect, ^Hhat this has 
been the happiest month and a half I ever knewl'' 

On that trip, having finished '^ Michael Brother of 
Jerry/' he wrote his last gift to thè Islanda, the three 
artides which were pnblished in The Cosmopolite^ Magc^ 
eine, ^^My Hawaiian Aloha." A few short months there- 
after one of the Territory 's most dìstingaished monthpieces 
said of him. ^^In the death of Jack London Hawaii snf- 
fered an irreparable loss. . . . Among onr most lasting 
memories of him will be his eamest and enthnsiastio assis* 
tance in the organization of the Pan-Pacific Union. There 
was nothing that he disliked more than making speeches; 
but at meeting after meeting his voice was heard advocating 
the principle of the brotherhood of mankind and the recog- 
nition of that principle as the goiding star of the peoples 
of the Pacific.'' 

Next, Jack prodnced a short story, **The Hnssy/' dat- 
ing the end of the mannscript at ^ ^ Eohala, Hawaii, May 6, 
1916/' **The Hussy" is in hook entitled **The Bed One," 
issued posthnmously. FoUowed the short story, ^^The 
Bed One," in which is evidenced the aathor's profonnd 
meditation npon the reaching ont of the most primordial 
toward the most oosmio — ^all in stride with his stndy in race 
consciousness. Sometimes I wonder if it can be possible, 
in the ponderings of the dying scientist, Bassett, that 
Jack London revealed more of himself than he wonld 
bave been willing to admit— or else, who knowsf more of 
himself than he himself realized His ultimate disconrage- 
ment with the endless strife of hnmanity even xmto the 
modem horrors of the Oreat War, are in the mouth of 
his puppet, speculating upon the inhabitants of other 
planets, and playing square with the old cannibal, Ngam, 
because, forsooth, the old man had, according to his 
lights, ^'played squarer than square," and '^was in himself 
a f orerunner of ethics and contract, of consideration, and 
gentleness in man. ' ' 
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^^Had they won Brotherhoodt Or had they learned 
that the law of love imposed the penalty of weaknesB and 
decayt Was strife, life? Was the rule of the universe the 
pitìlesB mie of naturai selection?" 

Some one has written of Jack London : ' ^ This Lord of 
Life was never far from the consciousness that he held a 
brief and uncertain sovereignty . " He hìmself has said: 

'^Man, the latest of the ephemera, is pitifully a creature 
of temperature^ strutting out his brief day on the ther- 
mometer/' And: '^AU the human drift, from the first ape- 
man to the last savant, is but a phantom, a flash and a flut- 
ter of movement across the infinite sky of the starry night. " 
He thrilled to George Sterling's line, ^'The fleeting Systems 
lapse like foam." 

A couple of months before the ^^royal progress," Jack 
had sent in his resignation from the Sodalist party, the 
reasons given surprising some of his radicai acquaintances 
who had scofl^ed that he was becoming ^^soft/' 

^^Badicall" he would snort^ lurohing about in his chair, 
'^nezt time I go to New York, l'm going to live right 
down in the camp of these people who cali themselves radi- 
cals. l'm going to teli them a few things, and make theit 
radicalism look like thirty cents in a fogl l'U show them 
what radicalism w/" 

Among his equipment of notes are the fòllowing ad- 
dresses : 

The Liberal Chxh, The Greenwich ViUage Inn (Polly's 
Bestaurant) The Hotel Brevoort, James Donald Corley, 
Hippolyte Havel, Sadakichi Hartmann, Charles and Albert 
Boni, John Bampapas, Hutchins Hapgood, H Proletario, 
J. J. Ettor and Iva Shuster, Carlo Tresca, Arturo Gio- 
vannitti, McSorley's Saloon. 

Jack's action in resigning, though it had been gather- 
ing momentum f or some time, was precipitated by the with- 
drawal of a friend whose reasons were based upon the 
prevalent ^^roughneck" methods of other than the '^well- 
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balanced radicala." I can stili bear Jaok's battle-tread, 
Bomewhat mnffled by straw slippers, as be iQarched toward 
my door, and bis peremptory voice: ^^Take a letter — 
pleasel" I can see bim plant bimsélf on tbe èdge of 
my bed, caria towsled^ wide eyea black wiih purpose under 
tbe browa tbat were like a aea-bird'a winga, bia full dieat 
balf-expoaed by tbe blue kimono, and one perf ect leg tbmat 
fortb to ateady bimaelf . And bere ia wbat be rapped out, 
aa fast aa I conld diok tbe keya: 

''Honoliiln, March 7, 1916. 
'<01en EUen, 

^'Sonoma Ooimty, Oalìfoniia. 
''Dear Comrades: 

^'I am resigning from the Sodalist Party, becanse of ita lack of 
Are and fight, and ita Iosa of emphasia on the class stmggle. 

^'I was origìnally a member of the old revolutionary, up-on-ita- 
hìnd-legSy fighting, Socialist Labor Party. Slnce then, and to the 
present time, I bave been a fightìng member of the Socialist 
Party. My fighting record in the Ganse is not, even at this late date, 
already entirely f orgotten. Trained in the class stmggle, as taught 
and practiced I7 thè Socialist Labor Party, my own hìghest jndg- 
ment concorring, I believed that the working class, by fighting, by 
never fusing, by never making terms with the enemy, conld emanci- 
pate itself . Since the whole trend of SociaUsm in the United States 
during recent years has been one of peaceableness and compromise, 
I find that my mind refnsea fnrther sanction of my remaining a 
party member. Hence my resignation. 

^'Please indnde my comrade wife, Charmian E. London 's, resig- 
nation with mine. 

' ' My final word is that Liberty, f reedom, and independence, are 
royal things that cannot be presented to, nor thmst npon, races 
or classes. If races and dasses cannot rise np and by their 
strength of brain and brawn, wrest from the world liberty, free- 
dom, and independence, they never in time can come to these royal 
possessions . . . and if such royal things are kindly presented to 
them by saperior individnals, on Silver platters, they will know 
BOt what to do with them, will fail to make use of them, and will 
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be what th^ have always been in the past . . . ìnf erìor races and 
inf erior claases. 

''Tonni for the Bevolntion, 

''Jack London." 



The f oregoìng, pnblished in the Socialist press, oansed 
mnch conunent. Jaòk's grim amnsement can be pio- 
tnred when it was reported that a distìngoished mem- 
ber of the Party, npon reading it remarked : ''l'd bave done 
the same long ago, for the same reasons, if I had not been 
so prominent a fignre in the movement.^' 

''And now," I qneried, when Jack had got the lettor off 
his mind and oooled down, "what wìll yon cali yonrself 
henceforth — ^Bevolntionìst, Socialist, whatf" 

"I am not anything, I fear,'' he said qnietly. "I am ali 
these things. Individuala disappoint me more and more, 
and more and more I tnm to the land. • • . Well," he 
reconsidered, "I mi^t cali myself a Syndicalisi It does 
seem as if class soUdarity, ezpressed in terms of the general 
strike, wonld be the one means of the workers tying np the 
world and getting what they want. It wonld raise Cain, of 
conrse, bnt nothing ever seems to be accomplished withont 
raisìng Cain« A world-wide strike wonld produce inconceiv- 
able resnlts. — ^Bnt they won't stick together — ^there is too 
mnch selfishness and too mnch inertia." 

Snrely, snrely, Jack's experience with the "inertia of 
the masses'' was not nniqne in the annals of reform move- 
ments. In Doctor William J. Robinson 's "The Medicai 
Critic and Guide," I come across this sentence: "It is not 
the slave that rebels against his slavery ; it is the f ree man 
who sees the injustice of slavery who starts the fight for ita 
aboUtion. ' ' Other sodai seers had suff ered unto death. I 
could not but pray that the healthier side of Jack 'a philoso- 
phy of lif e might preserve him f rom despair. 

Conceming aabotage, he stood somewhat like thia: 
Peaceful methods having failed, and with his viewa on fhe 
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f rìghtf nlness of capitalist exploitation of labor, he wonld 
not hesitate, were he an underpaid wage-slave, insidionsly 
to wreck the macfainery of production hy the means of which 
he had hecome the underpaid, underfed, overworked, ex- 
ploited tool and fool of his economie masters, But when 
conf ronted with the futile, desultory methods of hombing 
innocent persona by mistake, his impatience knew no 
bounds. FoUowing one such mishap that had shaken the 
country, I asked hixn what he thought of it ; and he used a 
word I had never heard in seriousness f rom his lips : 

**I think it is wicked/' 

Many resignàtions foUowed Jack's-Hiuite an avalanche, 
in facty when the Socialist Party at the St. Louis Conven- 
tion in 1917 pledged itself to oppose, by every means within 
its power, the prosecution of the war against Germany. 

When James Howard Moore, because of heartbreak over 
the world, had put a bullet through his bndn, Jack was 
deeply moved. Li his handwriting, at the head of a prìnted 
address delivered by Clarence S. Darrow at the funeral 
Services, I find this : 

' ' Disappointment like what made Wayland {Appeal to 
Reason) kill himself— and many like me resign/' 

Beading over the mass of material f or this Biography, 
I am struck anew by Jack's old faith in the workingman, 
and anew saddened by his ultimate disillusion. Let me 
quote a letter, written several years before he died, stating 
the nobilities upon which he had f ounded his hope : 

**To the Central Labor Council, 
* * Alameda County : 

' * I cannot express to yen how deeply I regret my inabìlity to be 
with you this day. But, belìeve me, I am with you in the brother- 
hood of the spirit, as ali you boys, in a sìmilar brotherhood of the 
spirit, are with our laundry girls in Troy, New ToriL. 

''Is this not a speetaele for gods and menf — ^the workmen of 
Alameda County sending a share of their hard-eamed wages three 
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thonsand mìles aerosa the continent to help the need of a lot of 
atrìking latmdiy girla in Troy I 

"And righi here I wiah to point ont Bomething that you ali 
knoWybut Bomething that is so great that it cannot be pointed ont too 
often, and that grows only greater every time it is pointed out, — 
AND THAT IS, THAT THE STRENGTH OP ORQANIZED 
LABOR LIES IN ITS BROTHERHOOD. There is no brotherhood 
in nnorganized labor, no standing together shonlder to shonlder, 
and as a resnlt nnorganized labor is weak as water. 

"And not only does brotherhood give organized labor more fight- 
ing strength but it gives it, as well, the strength of righteonsness. 
The holiest reason that men can find for drawing together into 
any kind of an organization is BROTHERHOOD. And in the end 
nothing ean triumph against sneh an organization. Let the chnrch 
teli you that servants shonld obey their masters. This is what the 
ehnreh told the striking lanndry girls of Troy. Stronger than this 
mandate is brotherhood, as the girls of Troy f onnd out when the 
boys of California shared their wages with them. (Ah, these girls 
of Troy ! Twenty weeks on strike and not a single desertion f rom 
their ranksl And ah, these boys of California, stretching ont to 
them, across a continent the helping band of brotherhood !) 

"And 80 I say, against such spirit of brotherhood, ali machina- 
tions of the men-of-graft-and-grab-and-the-dollar are fatile. 
Strength lies in comradeship and brotherhood, not in a throat-cut- 
ting stmggle where every man's band is against man. This com- 
radeship and brotherhood is yonrs. I cannot wish you good Inck 
and hope that yonr strength will grow in the future, because broth- 
erhood and the comrade-world are bound to grow. The growth 
eannot be stopped. So I can only congratulate you boys upon the 
fact that thia is so. 

"Yours in the brotherhood of man," 

That Jaok London expected no glory nor even lasting 
appreoiation from bis comrades for his life-long work in 
the ìnterests of Socialism, was evident to me early in our 
association. It was with utter absence of bittemess that 
he said: 

'^In a few years the crowd I bave worked for and with, 
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the SocialistSy wìU bave entirely forgotten that a fellow 
named Jack London over did a stroke to help along. I shall 
be entirely forgotten, or counted ont, or, at beat, inerely 
mentioned. ' ' 

And when, even in bis own sbort time be bad proved bis 
own wordsy in spite of a cool intellectnal attitnde be sbowed 
tbe burt to bis affections. Tbere is bittemess and to spare, 
tbongfa essentially toward tbe race of men wbo bad dis- 
appoìnted bis warm confidence, in tbe f oUowing, already 
ref erred to in part, written in bis last montbs f or a Socialist 
publication : 

''Some years ago Alexander Berkman asked me to wrìte an 
introduction to bis 'Prison Memoirs of an Anarchist.' This is the 
introduetion. I was naive enough to thìnk that when one intellect- 
nal disagreed with another intellectnal the only difference would 
be intellectnal. I bave since leamed better. Alexander Berkman 
eould not see bis way to nsing my introduction, and got some one 
else to write a more sympathetic one f or him. Also, socially, com- 
radely, he has forgotten my existence ever since. 

"By the same token, becanse the socialists and I disagreed 
abont opportnnism, ghetto politics, class conscionsness, politicai 
slates, and party machines, they, too, bave dismissed ali memory, 
not merely of my years of fight in the cause, but of me as a social 
man, as a comrade of men, as a fellow they ever embraced f or hav- 
ing at various times written or said things they described as 
doughty blows for the Cause. On the contrary, by their only 
printed ntterances I bave seen, they deny I ever struck a blow or 
did anything for the Cause, at the same time affirming that ali the 
time they knew me for what I was — a Dreamer. 

"l'm afraid I did dream sòme dreams about their brains, 
which now I find knocked into a cocked hat by their possession of 
the pitiful humanness that is the birthrìght of ali sons of men. 
My dream was that my comrades were iatellectually honest. My 
awakening was that they were as unfair, when prejudice entered, 
as ali the other human cattle entered to-day in the human race." 

Tbere are some of Jack's oompeers wbo do not forget, 
wbo give bim bis place, and a high place. And tbere are 
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othen who, peroeivìng him nurse his efficiency by decent 
livìng after his too-lean years, became f earf al that he might 
lose his head through worldly success, but held judg- 
ment and were rewarded for their openmindedness. One 
eocialisty not fussing as te whether Jack belonged te the 
Sodalist Party, or any party, had this to say : ^^He was one 
of US. A genuine, strenuous American, he fought a good 
fight in the sacred cause of human progress. Against the 
predatory Big Interests' attempt to enslave the woikers 
and the Booze Interests' attempt to degrade the workers, 
his pen was a mighty weapon. Like a true comrade he died 
fightìng. Alas, my Comrade!" But sadly enough I note 
that only too of ten his name is missing f rom the roster that 
inchides his intellectual friends such as Walling, Spargo, 
Hunter, Stokes, Heron. 

Jack's especial bete noir was the type of socialista of 
either sex, who heckled him because he dedined to lecture 
bef ore small groups. Wasted upon these hecklers was his 
argoment that with a stroke of his pen, while f ollowing tem- 
peramental bents in manner of Uving, he could reach 
millions, whereas his voice could be heard by but a few. 
This being so, he did not see why he should misapply energy 
by speaking to a few, when he so disliked public appear* 
ances. Further, reports of his speeches were almost invari- 
ably garbled. His gospel as propounded in his books was 
not garbled. Ergo, and finally, he would write rather than 
talk. Incidentally, his voice had gone back on him, so that 
it became husky at any attempt to project it into large 
spaoes. Far from regrettiug this break-down in his 
anatomy, he hailed it with frank deUght as another ex- 
ouse from lecturing. The failure of his throat was pre- 
cipitated, happUy enough, by an exoess of laughter at the 
Bohemian Jinks. He had retumed unable for a while to 
speak above a faìnt wheeze, the vocal oords mptured 
forever. 

He would add that he had done his share of platform 
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work, and why not step out and let the yonnger generation 
have a chance. Here is his somewhat ìmpatimit reply to a 
snppliant who had trìed sarcasm npon him : 

''Dear Cìomrade: 

''In reply to jaun of September 14. I don't aee anythmg to 
langh at With eovaìesy and connderation, on aa average of Ave 
lettera a day, I tom down propositionB of oomradeB that rtin ali 
the way f rom gold mìnes to perpetuai motìon. I sent yon what 
I thought was a fair» coarteoasy sweet-natored and oomradely let- 
tor. If you choose to laugh at that letter and me— wfay, go to it ! 
I, however, am very sorry that you shonld langh. 

"You say you had hoped that yonr letter wonld have inspired 
me to nobler thìngs (those are yonr words). What nobler thmgst — 
to attend a meeting at your place which you say nobody attendedt 
To put money in your project and raise for you a temporary fund, 
when I am worrying over my own overdue life-insurancet Fov 
heaven's sake, dear woman, be fair, play fair, and get away from 
your own self-centering long enongh to remember that ali the 
others in the world may not be persuaded nor dubbed into f(d- 
lowing your immediate lead and dedre, and that because they are 
not to be so persuaded nor dubbed is no license for you to laugh 

^* ^^^ " Yours for the Revolution,'' 

Much earlier than that, in answer to a cali that he could 
not afford, he had written : 

' ' It 's this way : I f eel that I have done and am doing a pretty 
fair share of work for the Revolution. I guess my lectures alone 
before Socialist organizations have netted the Cause a few hundred 
dollars, and my wounded feelings from the personal abuse of the 
Capitalist papers ought to be rated at several hundred more. There 
is not a day passes that I am not reading up sociàlism and filìng 
sociaiistic clippings and notes. The amount of work that I in a 
year contribute to the cause of sociàlism would eam me a whole 
lot of money if spent in writing fiction for the market. 



fi 



It is not remarkable, however, that Jack London waa 
much mlsinterpreted by the general run of men lost in 
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pettif ogging. He would not even be oircnmscribed by bis 
broadest conoeptionsy if I may be allowed a parados. And 
there waa where he ìnvited tronble with economista^ who 
wànted him to be what they called consistent. The many 
sparkling faceta of bis mind dazzled and befuddled merely 
average thonght processes. I speak with feeling. Some- 
times we wonld battio f or hours, he and I, eamestlyy hotly, 
because, althongh I was doing the best I knew how, he was 
thinkìng so far beyond the logie of ordinary mortals who 
think they think. **Don't yon seeT Can^t yon get it!*' he 
would almost wail in arder and onmsh to convince. And 
we would metaphorically roU up our sleeves and go at it 
hammer and tongs. To me, who was more ^^kin" to him 
Uian the rest, he declined to^mute bis trumpets. His own 
woman must speak his language. And then, suddenlyy out 
would slip some little key-word he had unwittingly loft 
unsaidy the door would fly open, and I would seem to drop a 
thousand Ught-years in space, alighting sof tly, happily, yet 
ezcessively puzzled at last by the cosmic simpUcìty of his 
reasoning. 

In logie he bowed to no one. His supple mind that 
never stiff ened f rom disuso was of a clarity that allowed of 
no master. He but grasped and applied the conclusions of 
Master-minds, used them in the mosaic of his own. Yet 
bere is a ourious thing : In his dreams, at wìdely separated 
intervals, appeared the Man who would contest Jack's self- 
maatershlp, to whom he would eventually bend a vanquished 
intelligence. He never met sueh an one in the flesh, yet that 
entity stalked through more than the halluoinations of sleep. 
It was long ago he first told me of this ominous figure in his 
oonaciousness. The last manifestation was within a very 
few years of his death. The man, imperiai, inexorable with 
destiny, yet strangely human, descended, alone, a vast cas- 
oade of stairways, and Jack, ai the f oot, looked up and 
waited as imperially for the meeting that was to be his 
unknown fate. But the Nemesis never, in that f orm at least, 
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ov er took hìixL Was it Death f Or may it bave been a refleo- 
tion of bis own most exalted self that he carne face to face 
with ^t these tìmes f There showed a certaìn pathos in his 
accounts. I do not think he had yet brought his inklings of 
psycboanalysis to bear upon his interpretations. 

What ^ts Jack had for ali who could see and hearl 
But the world is prone to look askance at gifts that are 
tendered f reely, withont price. And what he off ered was so 
open-handedy so open-hearted. He never wore nor waved a 
flag — ^his flagSy his colors, were in his eyes, streamed f rom 
bis i>en, and waved f rom his printed page. Every one who 
tried to nnderstand bim was better for it. When persons 
say, **I never met bim,'* I can only return, '*I am sorry." 
If it was a privìlege to know bis work, it was a greater privi- 
lege to know bimself , if ever so slightly, for he was greater 
than his work. He had few enemies among those who carne 
into personal contact with bim. With ali his self-knowledge, 
for the most part in social dealings he preserved that nncon- 
sciousness of self which is above modesty, yet which spells 
modesty to the casual observer. And no matter how firmly 
he beUeved bimself right, f onght for it, sbonted it, he also 
respected a similar beUef existing in bis opponent. Tbis 
charity, bowever, had been sorely taxed dnring earUer 
years, by dark and belpless sonls incapable alike of dear 
reasoning or appreciating bis snperiority ; bence his impa^ 
tience with inconseqnential minds. But with the majority 
of acquaintances, no f rown of bis, no stem word, ever out- 
weighed the moming of bis smile, that beautiful smile that 
lured the bitterest antagonist under bis cbarm. 

Much non-understanding arose from the misleading' 
babit of otbers in quoting his isolated opinions withont 
context, deleting them of the vital connotations that bis 
cathoUcity brought to ripe consideration of any theme. 
Only a few of bis f ellows could anticipate or supply the 
thousand factors embodied in bis thought. Myself, I leamed 
to besitate bef ore leaping to oondusions, to wait for the ^ 
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full drif t. Just about the time, gay, that Jack wonld begin 
to sink into lowest disheartemnent over the abysmal sig- 
nìfioance of the War, and our f allure to bear a band, ali at 
once he would flame anew to the nndying wonder of the 
human. A case in poìnt arose when Hall Caìne wrote him 
from London, askìng a contribntion for the ^^Kìng Albert 
Book. ' ' Jack r esponded : 



ti' 



'Belgium Ì8 rare^ Belginm ìs nnique. Among men arìses on rare 
occasions a great man, a man of cosmic import ; among nations on 
rare occasions arìses a great nailon, a natlon of cosmic import. Such 
a nailon is Belgìum. Such is ihe place Belglnm aitamed In a day 
by one mad, magnlficeni, heroic leap inio the aznre. As long as 
the world rolls and men live, ihai long wlll Belglum be re- 
membered. AU ihe hnman world passes, and will owe Belgium a 
debi of gratiinde, such as was neyer eamed by any nailon in ihe 
Hìstory of Naiions. li is a magnificent debi, a proud debi ihai ali 
ihe naiions of men will sacredly acknowledge." 

Yet the very sending of the foregolng from Oakland 
bronght hlm face to face agaln with hnman smaUness. He 
thonght to see if the cable company wonld share in the 
tribnte by standing half the expense of the message. They 
poUtely dedinedy and Jack shru^ed bis habitnal '^ Cheap 
at the prlce to leam them," under snob circumstances. 

The murder of Edith Cavell, 

''. . . a simple English nurse, 
Slaughiared beiween a challenge and a cuise,'' 

snapped something in Jack. Eyes and soni full of this and 
the resi of the mad slaughter, he became more and more 
furious with the brutal stupldity of the Hun; He lingered 
in almost speeidiless wonder over the monstrous bestialily 
of Oerman cartoons, in nearly ali of which lay a boomerang 
unguessed by that same bungling stupldity. 

He did noi believe this to be a capitalistic war, bui that 
it was being waged for a principle at iis best, and must be 



346 THE BOOK OP JACK LONDON 

f onght to the death. He wonld bave stamped bis approvai, 
I know, upon the ^ ^ irreduceable minimum" of peace terms, 
and Mr. Balfonr's deliverance : ^'Next to being enslaved by 
Oennany, there is no worse thing than being liberated 
by her/' 

Jack wonld refer to Oermany as the '^Mad Dog of 
Europe." 

**I am with the allies life and death. Germany to-day 
Ì8 a paranoiaa She has the mad person's idea of ber own 
ego, and the delusion of persecution — she thinks ali nations 
are against ber. She possesses also the reUgious mania 
— ^sbe thinks Ood is on ber side. These are the very com- 
monest f orms of insanity, but never bef ore in bistory has a 
wbole nation gone insane." 

^^God help them when the British tum savagel" he 
oried at the first rumor of hostilities. Hìs opinion of the 
country has been very adequately ezpressed by one wbo 
f ought in France : ' ^ Germany has no honor, no obivalry, no 
merqr. Germany is a bad sportsman. Germans fight like 
wolves in a pack, and without initiative or resource if 
compelled to fight singly. ' ' 

A bundred times I bave heard Ja<^ say: '^It wiU be a 
war of attrition." He saw no abrupt termination, no 
brilliant, decisive vìctory. But for the Armistice, he might 
bave been proven right. He was also heard to say that he 
beUeved the nations wonld eventually repudiate their war 
debts. 

The Pathé Exchange wrote on June 16, asking bis views 
upon the meaning of the World War, and this was bis reply : 

^'I believe the World War so f ar as concems, net individuals 
but the entire race of man, is good. 

* ' The World War has compelled man to return from the cheap 
and easy lies of ìllusion to the brass tacks and iron f acts of reality. 
It is not good for man to get toc high up in the air above reality. 

^' The World War has redeemed from the fat and gross material- 
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iflm of generations of peace, and canght mankìnd up in a blasé of 
the spirit. 

' * The World War has been a pentecoatal deansìng of the spirit 
of man.'' 

Another of his public utteranoes : 

''I believe intensely in the Pro-Ally side of the war. I bèlieve 
that the foundation of civilization rests on the pledge, the agree- 
ment, and the eontract. I believe that the present war is being 
fonght ont to determine whether or not men in the future may 
continue in a civilized way to depend upon the word, the pledge, 
the agreement, and the eontract. 

''As regards a few million terrible deathsy there ia not ao 
much of the terrible about such a quantity of deaths aa there is 
about the quantity of deaths that occur in peace times in ali 
countries in the worid, and that has occurred in war times in 
the past. 

''Civilization at the present time is going through a Pente- 
costal cleansing that can resnlt only in good for mankind." 

That none may misconatrue the centrai paragraph, 
but may know upon what the assertion was based, I append 
this item f rom the Scientific American : 

"Industriai accidents cost this country 35,000 human lives and 
many millions of doUars annually, according to the Arizona State 
Safety News. In addition, dismemberments and other serious in- 
juries total about 350,000 yearly, while the annual number of 
minor accidents, causing loss of time, ezceeds 2,000,000." 
• • 

It is interestingy while on the War, to quote his disagree- 

menty when a youth, with David Starr Jordan : 

'^ There is something wrong with Dr. Jordan 's war 
theory, which is to the efFect that, the best being sent out 
to war, only the second best, the men who are lef t, remain 
to breed a second-best race, and that, therefore, the human 
race deterìorates under war. If this be so, if we bave sent 
f orth the best we bred and gone on breeding f rom the men 
who were lef t» and since we bave done this for ten thousand 
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mìllenituns and are what we splendidly are to-day, then 
what unthinkably splendid and god-like beìngs mnst bave 
been our forebears those ten thousand nulleniums ago. 
Unf ortunately f or Dr. Jordan 's theory, tbese forebears can- 
not Uve up to this fine reputation." 

His full emotions toward the United States in with- 
holding help f rom 

'^ . . the embattled hosts that kept 
Their pact with freedom while we slepti" 

are expressed in a telegram sent in reply to a New York 
daily asking his choice at election time, and of which I bave 
no record that the paper dared print it : 

^'I bave no choice for President. Wilson has not enamored me 
with past performances. Hughes has not enamored me with the 
promise of future performances. There is nothing to hope from 
ether of them, ezcept that they will brìUiantly guide the United 
States down her fat, helpless, lonely, unhonorable, profit-seekiug 
way to the shambles to which her shameless unpreparedness is lead- 
ing her. The day is ali too near when any first power or any two 
one-horse powers can stick her up and bleed her bankrupt. We 
stand for nothing except f at. We are become the fat man of the 
nationSy whom no nation loves. My choice for President is Theo- 
dQre Roosevelt, whom nobody in this fat land will vote for becauae 
he ezalts honor and manhood over the cowardioe and peace loving- 
ness of the worshipers of fat.'' 

To Henry Meade Bland, a month bef ore his death Jaek 
wrote: 

"I am inelosing you herewith a clipping about 'Martin Eden/ 
'Martin Eden/ and 'The Sea Wolf a long time bef ore 'Martin 
Eden/ were protests against the philosophy of Nietzsche, insofar 
as the Nietzschean philosophy expounds strength and individualism, 
even to the eztent of war and destruction, against cooperation, 
democracy, and socialism. Here is the world war, the logicai out- 
come of the Nietzschean philosophy. 

"Read both these books yourself to get my point of view. Also 
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make note that no reviewer ever got my point of vìew in ihose two 
bookSy and that this is the first time I have ever shouted my point 
of yiew in those two books." 

The theory of alternate eras of Evolntion and Dissolu- 
tion f Gught with his work f or the human. Yet, casting back 
into the hopelessness of the ages, citing f ourteen oities built 
one atop another, and ali lapsed, gene, with their pomp and 
circumstance — ^yet, I say, Jack suffered unendurably over 
the Great War, and perished in the midst of his deepest of 
ali Great Disgusts because of America 's '^Safety First'' 
policy that held us from protestìng even the Belgian atro- 
dties. We blunder along. The times blunder along. His- 
tory-making blunders along. And he saw the blundering 
way of the race. 

His main comfort throughont that Annageddon was his 
Anglo-Saxonism, his pride in England in the conduct of ber 
**popular'' war. How he would have rejoiced in the invin- 
cible combination of American man-power and British sea- 
powerl I am exasperated ali the time, consciously and 
unconsciously, that he is not aUve and quick, to f unction in 
the gigantic tangle of world events growing out of the 
war— to see his own prognostications taking shape, and to 
lend a hand in the reconstruction. Indeed, it is hard to 
write calmly of this creature who strove so manfully f or the 
great and simple integrities of human intercourse, looking 
as he did far throngh and beyond the small, petty thing of 
the moment. Always, while responding to the little tragical 
affairs of men, he could but compare these with the big, 
cosmio f acts and dreams that lured him on. This verse, by 
I know not whom, so well envLsages the Jsjck London whom 
Iknew: 

'' Your stark vision and cold fire, 

Yonr sìnging truth, your vehement desire 

To cut through lies to lif e. 

These move behind the printed echoes bere. 

The paper strìfe. 
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The seurry of small pens about yonr Bamey 
Measurìngy praìsing, blaming by the sanie 
Tight mie of thumb that makes their own 
Inadequacy known/' 

How of ten I start up to share with him the very thìngs 
he so missed and would love to know from the lips of f ellow 
authors. ^ ^ He was an honest writer, ' ' says an Englishman. 
That would bave pleased him above ali things. And an- 
other: **A strong and virile writer of dean prose — ^robnst, 
honest, straightforward, and an artist." Berton Braley's 
^ ^ He never struck a ribald note, ' ' calls to mind a conversa- 
tion in Honolulu. Alexander Hume Ford exclaimed : 

"But, Jack, you bave never written anything smutty 
— ^youVe done almost everythìng else!'' He had meant to 
he f acetious, but in a flash Ja<^ was ali gravity : 

**NoI — and I never shalL I bave never yet written 
a line f or print that I would be ashamed for my two little 
girls who are growing up to see and read, and I never 
àhalll'^ 

To me he would say : **When I swear my worst, I really 
don 't mean it — only words, letting off steam. But when you 
say *Damnl' you are positively evil in your ferooityl 
Wickedwoman!^' 

Never shall I f orget bis indignation, too vast for any 
expletives at bis conunand, when a minister of the Gospel 
wrote him that bis novel ^'The Little Lady of the Big 
House" was unclean, unfit for the youth of America to 
read. ^'Show me/" he raged, ^^ where there is a line in that 
hook *unfit' for any young man or woman to readl" 
Hard upon this accusation come a book-review in a con- 
servative New England monthly, employing the most extra- 
ordinary nomenclature to interpret the alleged pruriency of 
the book. Jack could not contain bis ire, but started a battio 
royal with the sons of Adam who had in his opinion so 
degenerated as not to know clean f rankness when they saw 
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it. There is no tellìng where the controversy might bave 
fetdhed up, had he lived. **I Ve given over sitting back and 
listening io gross misinterpretatìon of my dean and healthy 
motìves," he said with smolderìng eyes. **It is like mali- 
cions slander, and whenever it appears I am going after it 
and knock off its ngly head in the open 1 '' 

How does the foregoing comport with this : ^^He was an 
nplif t to the young. The world is better and pnrer for bis 
baving lived — an inspiration to thonsands of men and 
women to work and keep on working, to create and keep on 
creating, to live the fnll lif e wberever they are or wfaatever 
may be their work. * ' 

My copy of **Tbe Little Lady of the Big Honse/* dated 
three months bef ore Jack died, carries Ibis inscription : 

' ' The y ears pass. Tou and I pass. But yet onr love abides — 
more firmly, more deeply, more surely, for we bave baìlt onr love 
for eacb other, not upon the sand, but upon the rock. 

•'Tour Lover-Husband." 

In the last weeks of bis lif e, that was often the bnr- 
den of bis talk with me — ^the finn f onndation of the house 
of love we bad builded in the decade of our dose com- 
panionsbip. So, in my memories of that year of nnnsnal 
vicissitudes in our f ortunes, the warm and deatbless love- 
message in bis band in ' 'The Little Lady of the Big House'' 
is a rock of ages, made yet more immovable by the dedara- 
tion in Jack 's next volume. • • The Turtles of Tasman, ' ' the 
last he ever was to hold in bis fingers : 

''After it ali, and it ali, and it ali, bere we are, ali in ali, ali in 
aU. 

"Sometimes I just want to get up on top of Sonoma Mountain 
and shout to the world about you and me. Arma ever around and 
around, 

"Mate-Man." 
The Ranch, 
Oct. 6, 1916." 
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UPON retnniìng from Hawaii in Augast, Ja(& went 
about making plana to get away to New York three 
months thence. His contract with Mr. Hearst was due to 
expire at the end of another year, and he wished to be 
tìmely in reconnoitering the market. His reqoirements, 
looking toward ranch ezpansion and rehabilitating the red 
mins of the Wolf House, were not diminishing. From 
Honolulu he had urged his sister to gather the materials ; 
but she has ever since contended that something more than 
want of funds held her back. The seoond cutting of logs 
had long been seasoning. There was what I can only cali a 
telepathic impulse that had more than once wamed her 
when ali was not well with Jack — ^a sudden intuition that he 
was ili or in difSculties. She had not f ailed in this present 
instance, and I knew, when her eyes rested upon his telltale 
face at the dock, that some premonition had been verified. 
Jack's secretary, his sister Ida's widower, after Jack's 
death reported that Eliza had said that day : 

'^Our Jack has not come back to us/' 

When in Honolulu, he had first broached the New York 
trip, my unexpected decìsion to remain at home disquieted 
him as much as had my intention to go alone to the Islands 
on the occasion of his projected Fleet trip through the 
CanaL 

^'At least,'* he urged, ^'don't quite make up your mind 
that you are not going with me. Give it more thought. ' ' 

362 
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I had been seized with detcrmìnatìon that was not to be 
resìsted, to revise old Hawaiian notes into the companion 
book of my ^^Log of the Snark/' and knew beyond qnestion 
that there conld never be time nor strength to give to it nn- 
less Jack were absent When he had gone to a f arther port, 
never to return, a railroad ticket f or New York, dated f or 
just a week after his death, lay npon the roU-top desk 
beside his work-table. Bnt he had not been happy about 
my consistent refusai to aocompany him. 

August 9 to 13 he spent at Bohemian Orove, bringìng 
home George Sterling and James Hopper. On the 17th he 
finished a short story begun on the steamer, ' * The Kanaka 
Surf," and before leaving for the State Fair on Septem- 
ber 3, had completed another, ^^When Alice Told Her 
Soni," both inoluded in '^On the Makaloa Mai" 

In **When Alice Told Her Soni," underlying its rollick- 
ing humor. Jack evidences that his feet had crossed the 
threshold of psychoanalytical understanding, and it is 
fascinating to note, in Jung's ^^Psychology of the XTncon- 
scious," marked passages showing the concepts that 
quidkened Jack's imagination to express itself in that tale. 
Knowing what I already knéw of Jack's last days, it was 
wonderful to check up this knowledge by the aid of those 
markings. It was my privilege to bave the gnidance of a 
pupil of Jung% our friend Mary Wilshire, Here is an 
underlined section: 

''The poflsession of a subjectÌYely important secret generaUy 
creates a dìstnrbance. " 

"It may be said that the whole art of life shrmks to the one 
problem of how the libido may be freed in the most harmless way 
possible. Therefore, the neurotic derìves special benefit in treat- 
ment when he can at last rid himself of its yarious seerets/' 

Upon this Jack based his picture of the woman strug- 
gling to free her soul from a Ufe-long acoumulation of 
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Becrets which led ber io the oonf essional of a mongrel Billy 
Sunday type of evangelist. 

In the last story ever written by this master of the short 
story, ''The Water Baby/' completed on Ootober 2, the 
theme is more snbtly presented through the medimn of 
Hawaiian mythology. Throughout Dr. Jnng's chapter on 
''Symbolism of Mother and Bebirth/' there are penotled 
indications of Jack's grasp of the meaning of folk-lore and 
mythology of recorded time. Also the oomprehension of 
how to raise lower desires to hig^er expressions. He has 
nnderscored Jesns's ohallenge to Nioodemns, cited by Jnng: 

' ' Thìnk not camally or thou art oarnal, bat think sym- 
bolically and then thou art spirìt" 

''The Water Baby'' is dearly a symbolic representa- 
tion of the Bebirth, the return to the Mother, exemplified by 
the argomenta of the old Hawaiian KohokumL A similar 
chord is struck in the foUowing paragraph from Jnng's 
hook, ìndicated by Jack : 

' ' The blessed state of sleep bef ore birth and after birth 
is, as Joel observed, something Uke old shadowy memories 
of that nnsuspecting thoughtless state of early childhood, 
where as yet no opposition distarbed the peacefnl flow of 
dawning lif e, to whioh the inner longing always draws us 
back again and again, and from which the active lif e must 
f ree itself anew with stmggle and death, so that ìt may not 
be doomed to destruction. Long bef ore Joel, an Indian 
Chief , had said the same thing in similar words to one of 
the restless wise men : 'Ah, my brother, you will never leam 
to know the happiness of thinking nothing and doing noth- 
ing; this is next to sleep; this is the most delightful thing 
there is. Thus we were bef ore birth ; thus we ahall be after 
deatìL' " 

Even in "Like Argus of the Anciént Times," written in 
the first half of September, is exhibited, in the "Freudian 
dream" of old Tarwater. as he faoes extinction in the Arctic 
forest, the influenoe of Jack's probings into the stnfi^ of 
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the psyòhe. And to the lighter reader, I oall attention to 
the fact that Jack himself walks aerosa some of the pages 
as yonng Liverpool. 

Jack's emphasis upon the primitive elements in life did 
not emanate from the fact that his readers especially 
wanted it^ because upon this point he was in confliot from 
first to last, tooth and nail, with editors and reviewers. He 
was thorongh, that is ali. It can easily be seen how 
his early instinctive nse of the methods of psyehoanalysis 
abetted this thoronghness in seeking for the nonmenon of 
things, the better to reveal the process by which man has 
become what he is to-day. Look in **Before Adam*' and 
''The Star Bover,'' again to find evidence of his knowing 
how important a part is played in onr lives by old, 
primal emotions, long thought extinct* To him the work of 
Freud and Jung and others of the school presented a psy- 
chological-philosophical key to the ''under standing and 
practical advancement of human life'' which leads to syn- 
thetio evaluation of human endeavor. It was inevitable 
that his brain, which was both analytic and synthetic, should 
first take hold of the analytic half of psychological under* 
standing and quite as inevitably pass into the synthetic 
half which f orms the whole of psychological understandìng. 
With quick, incisive mind he apprehended the scope of the 
Freudian method in contemplation of the material thus 
acquired, and then with Jung moved on into the realm of 
oosmic urge of which man's psychio energy is a part. 

A man of Jack London 's fearless quality, who prized 
truth at its proper worth, could but accord a royal welcome 
to any f orm of philosophy whidi offered to render knowl- 
edge more complete. His was "the character and intelli- 
gence which makes it possible for him to submit himself to 
a facing of his naked soni, and to the pain and sufferìng 
which this often entails. " This, from Dr. Beatrice Hinkle's 
Introduction to Jung's hook, Jack had heavily underlined. 
To face his naked soni he dared to the uttermost, but that 
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was not new wìth him. It was the old tragedy that began 
with hÌ8 earliest gropings. Yet see, in another marked 
passage, how in bis loneliness he realized himself as brother 
to ali other human beings : 

'^To those who bave been able to reoognìze their own 
weakness and bave suffered in the privacy of their own 
sonlSy the knowledge that these things bave not set them 
apart from otbers, bnt that they are the common property 
of ali and that no one can point the finger of scom at bis 
felloW) is one of the greatest experiences of life and is 
{Mrodnctive of the greatest relief/' 

^ ' My one great weakness, ' ' Jack once wrote to Cloudes- 
ley JobnSy '4s the stndy of human nature." And wben 
human nature through its repressions baffled discemment, 
he suffered inexpressibly. He had us bared to the quick 
those last days. After a set-to with bis sister, on ranch 
questionsy or personal ones growing out of controversy, he 
criedy tryìng to pierce ber brain : 

^'l'd give my right band to know what you are redlAf 
thinkìng of me I " 

And to me, in privacy, after I had been almost overreach- 
ing myself in self-illumination — once or twice, alack, goaded 
even to resentment — ^be would grit out, intensely, with a 
gesture of despair: 

^'You teli me tbis and you teli me that, and you state 
your reasons. But your true inner impulsions are withbeld 
in spite of yourself • Close as we are, you and I, hard as 
we strive to give ourselves to each other, the old reticences 
remain, repressing the utmost revelation. You do your best. 
It is not enough. Can't you see, oh, my dear, can't you let 
go completely, and let me see the real you that I want to 
fathomf . . . l'd give my soni to know what you are 
actuaUy tbinkingi" 

But wben, in sudden unasked drcumstances, our mìnds 
came together in almost superhuman enligbtenment, the 
man was caught up into a supreme and wondrous exalta- 
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tion. I can only think that to snstain such heìghts one must 
needs seek a new world in whidi to live I 

Read this seotion of Dr. Hìnkle's Introduction, which, 
noted by Jack, throws light upon the struggle extraordi- 
nary whidi he was making to come breast to breast with 
US in mental sympathy: 

^'There is frequently expressed among people the idea 
of how fortunate it is that we cannot see each other's 
thoughtSy and how disturbing it wouid be if our real f eelings 
could be read. But what is so shameful in these secrets of 
the soulf They are in reality our own egotistic desires, ali 
strivìng, longingy wishing for satisfaction, for happiness; 
those desires which instìnctively crave their own gratifica- 
tion, but which can only be really f ulfiUed by adapting them 
to the real world and to the social group. ' ' 

^'The vaine of self-consciousness lies in the fact that man ) 
is enabled to reflect upon himself and leam to understand ^ 
the true origin and significance of his actions and opinions, 
that he may adequately vaine the real level of his develop- 
ment and avoid being self-deceived and theref ore inhibited 
from finding his biological adaptation. He need no longer 
be unconsdous of the motives underlying his actions or hide 
himself behìnd a changed exterior, in other words, be merely 
a series of reactions to stimuli, as the mechanists bave it, 
huì he may to a certain extent become a self-creating and \ 
sélf-determining being/* 

I shall never cease to remember the day when, ali a-tip- 
toe with discovery. Jack entered the dining room, slipped 
into his chair and repeated the f oregoing italicized sentence. _ 
I, knowing his theretofore immovable position regarding 
f ree will, sat aghast at the implication upon his tongne. At i 
length: 

^^Do you reaUee what you are sayingt What you are 
implyingf 

**I know how you feel — ^how surprised you are/' he an- 
swered. ^'But it almost would seem that I can grasp, from 
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- thifly some seri of iukling of free wìlL l'U ezplain further 

■we will read together. ' ' 

Bear wìth me, in fairness to a comprehension of the 

point Jack London, as an individuai, a member of society, 

^ and an artisti had reaohed when he desoended ^'into the 

dark, ' ' while I quote a few, so v ery few of the nìany, marked 

sentences f rom Dr. Hìnkle 's introduction : 

"He^ Jung, saw in the term libido a concept of unknown nature, 
comparable with Bergson 's elan vital, a hypothetical energy of lifè, 
which oceupies itself not onlj in sexualitj but in varìous phyaio* 
logicai and psychological manifestations such as growth, develop- 
ment, hunger and ali the human activities and interesta. Thìa 
coamic energy or urge manifested in the human being he oalls 
libido and oompares it with the energy of physics. Although reeog- 
nizing, in common with Freud as well as with many otherB, the 
primal instinct of reproduction as the basis of many functions and 
present-day actidties of mankind no longer sexual in character, 
he repudiates the idea of stili calling them sexual, even though 
their development was a growth originally out of the sexuaL 
Sexuality and its various manifestations Jung sees as most im- 
portant channels occupied by libido, but not the ezclusive onea 
through which libido flows. 

^'In this achievement lies the hopeful and valuable side of thìa 
method — ^the development of the synthesis." 

<* — an absolute truth and an absolute honesty.'^ 

'' — ^the often quite unbearable confliet of his weaknesses with 
his feelings of idealism." 

''The importance of this instinct (sexual) upon human life ia 
clearly revealed by the great place given to it under the name of 
love in art, literature, poetry, romance and ali beauty from the 
beginning of recorded time/' 

I was convinoed that no mortai f rame could out-last 
the terrific strain Jack was putting upon his own. Some- 
thing had to break. And one can only give thanks f orever 
that it was the body. That was the lesser sacrifiee. 

At this late date there rises out of my mixK!, quite 
hnmblyy the question as to whether" certain independent 
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manifeBtations of myself to whioh he had been nnacctis- 
tomed, were npsetting Jack more than he cared to voice — as 
notably my insistence, in face of his dissatisf action, upon 
remaìning at home alone to do work of my own. I have come 
to see it as an inevitable self-liberation after an asBodation 
that had held me like one enchantedy my f acnlties paralyzed 
in every function exoept as toward hìm and what of assist- 
ance I conld be to him. If , as may have been the truth, my 
ego was nnoonsciously making effort to wìn to itself, it was 
probably dne to the impetns of the tnition Jac&'s superior 
ego had contributed. I am only trying to dear np phe- 
nomenà that it now seems might have been more or less por- 
tentons to hìm, and the inner meaning of whidi he was 
bending every nervo to discover. 

^'For the first time in my life," he remarked one day, 
^^I see the real vaine to the human soni of the conf essional. ' ' 

The effect of this bndding impetns in me did not ter- 
minate with the termination of his domìnating personality. 
It went marching on, evident in, the most amazing ways. 
Instead of stili reqniring, in order to go on, that snperb 
domination nnder which I had so loved to dwell, snddenly 
I stood free, an ambitious, snre soni for the first time, al- 
most nnrecognizable to friends and self, bent npon making 
the best of that self and its remaining span npon earth; 
this, if only to prove its appredation of the gifts that had 
been bestowed npon it, in the discharge of its tender obli- 
gation to the one who had gone. Life-long, inherited in- 
somma fell f rom me, and nights were none too long to 
oompass the rejnvenation that was mine, and that prepared 
me for each looking-f orward day of the many days of hard 
work which had descended npon my willing shoulders. No 
task, in contemplation, disconraged — even the most exact- 
ing, this Biography. 

It hardly matters that I am ahead of my story, inasmnch 
as the events immediately preceding and suoeeeding Jadc's 
death are ali of a piece. 
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Closely foUowing his passing ^^into the Silence/' on 
every band speaking evidenoe of his thought and achieve- 
ment, even laoking the matnrer masterpieces we shall never 
kno Wy it carne to me this way : 

^^It seems clear that there was no limit to his mind. 
Gonld he have lived, that cerebration would have gone on 
and on, stretching incredibly, ìnterminablyy no bounds to 
its elasticity in every direction. It was enormons." 

This to George Sterling, sad beyond despair above his 
friend 's ^^holy ashes." And he repeated after me: 

^^ There was no limit to his mind, It was enormons." 

Jack was so tired that hot evening we arrived at Sacra- 
mento, September 3, that he went to bed after dinner in- 
stead of joining Mrs. Shepard at the Fair. We were hardly 
ready to ^^tnm in" when a general fire-alarm called ns to 
the hotel window, and in the direction of the Fair Grounds 
we could see the flames rising. 

'^It's the Exhibition going np, ali right," Jack said, 
peering through the giare for the towers of the bnildings. 

'^But aren't you going to dress and drive out to see if 
the stock is safe — Nenadd and the restf " I asked, snrprised 
at his lack of excitement. 

**0h, no — ^Eliza's there, or will get there, and she'U do 
everything that can be done." 

And snrely enongh, his indomitable snperintendent, ai- 
ready bound back to the hotel, had tumed about and some- 
how blnffed ber way throngh the cordon of police thrown 
abont the place, and marshaled onr stockmen to oonvey ber 
precions charges to an nnthreatened open space. 

As before written, she and Jsick had disagreed npon 
the question of showing animals, at least thns early in the 
establishment, of his repntation as a stockbreeder. Bnt 
having seen, npon his retnm from the Islands, the prime 
state of his beasts which she had ready for the joamey, he 
had relented, admitted ber standpoinl^ and was loyally on 
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hand to see them win. That they dìd; and no one, even 
Eliza, 80 proud as he with bis handf ul of gold medals and 
bine and gold rìbbons to prove that the Jack London Ranch 
was **on the right track/* 

Bnt not with bis own eyes did he behold onr proud grand 
(diampions carry off their honors. Only the one day after 
arrivai was he able to leave the hotel, for he was obliged 
to keep to bed for eight days with a session of rhenmatism 
in bis left ankle. Fortnnately the torture was intermittent, 
or ìt would bave been unbearable withòut a hypodermio. 
As ìt was, the doctor had to presoribe powders for the 
worst nightS) or there would bave been no rest for either 
of US. I went out of the house but three times, and then 
to buy books for the invalid, who seemed not to want me 
out of bis sight. 

In the longer pauses between recurrences of grinding 
misery that drenched the poor boy with sweat, we made 
genuinely merry over games of pinocble and cribbage, and 
read aloud, tum about; or he entertained callers, while I 
gently rubbed the ankle by the hour. Of ten I could put 
the sufferer to sleep by this means. Evenings, from the 
windowy Jack enjoyed foUowing the starry trail of Boquel's 
aeroplano flights. 

For once, stung alert by pain, he was seriously anxious 
about the future as regarded bodily comfort, ^ * Although, if 
I became permanently crìppled, l'U bave endless tìme in 
bed to do ali the reading I can never get around to, and be 
the happiest fellow that ever came down the pìke,'' he 
grinned with native parados. But I noticed that he did 
not hasten that glad day by disobeying the pbysician, who 
told bim he was in a precarious state and must mend bis 
diet and work off some of his excess f at. He weighed in the 
neighborhood of one hundred and ninety-four pounds. 

So ali toothsome fleshpots were missing from the tray, 
while I was pressed to invent salad dressings and suggest 
the most tempting vegetable dishes. 
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Upon one especially predons day, when we two were 
reviewing onr long run of years together, calling op memo- 
ries sacred to onr companionship, I asked Jack if he oonld 
remember a sweet thing, the idea of which, coming f rom hhn, 
had astonished me one day in Honolulu. I challenged : 

^'l'il wager anything you say, that you cannot repeat it 
just as you said if 

**Which Bweet thingt*' he carne bade; **There were 
many, if I remember aright. l'U subscribe to it, whatever it 
waSy even if I can 't remember it 1 Be kind, though, and giva 
me a tipi*' 

When I had done so, he said very soberly : 

* * Yes, I not only remember and subscribe to it, but I can 
repeat it word f or word. I told you : If I should go into the 
dark, and wake again — ^which I do not f or a moment expect 
to do — ^but if I shoidd open my eyes again, yours would be 

the first face I should want them to rest upon 1 And I 

mean it, Mate Woman. I surrender to you, you are the 

only one. Ask me f or something that I can do for 

youl*' 

I bave no personal evidenee that Jack did not die a finn 
unbeliever in any hereaf ter — ^materialist monist to the end. 
In a story, '*The Etemity of Forms,'' induded in **The 
Turtles of Tasman" coUection, he has given bis lif elong 
confession of faith, '^simple, brief, unanswerable'*: 

* ' I assert, with Hobbes, that it is impossible to separate thought 
f rom mattar that thinks. I assert, with Bacon, that ali human un- 
derstanding arises from the world of sensations. I ass^t, with 
Locke, that ali human ideas are due to the functions of the senses. 
I assert, with Kant, the mechanical origin of the universe, and that 
creation ìs a naturai and historical process. I assert, with Laplace, 
that there is no need of the hypothesis of a creator. And, finally, 
I assert, because of ali the foregoing, that form is ephemeraL 
Form passes. Theref ore we pasa ' ' 

Two years bef ore bis death, he had more briefly stated 
his old position in a letter to a young sodalist in Chicago : 
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'' JuBe 25, 1914. 
"Dear Ralph Easper: 

''. . . I bave always ìnclined toward Haékel's poùtion. In fact» 
'incline' is too weak a word. I am a hopeless materialiBt. I see a 
soni as nothing else than the som of the activities of the organism 
pina personal habits, memories, experiences, of the organism. I 
beUeve ihai when I am dead, I am dead. I beUeve that with my 
deatìi I am jurt as m/uch obìiierated as the last mosquito you or I 
smashed. 

"I have no patience with fly-by-night philoeophers aach as 
Bergson. I bave no patìenoe with the metaphysical philoaophers. 
With them, always» the wish is parent to the thooght, and their 
wish is parent to their profoundest philosophìeal eonelosions. I 
join with Haeckel in being what, in lien of any other phrase, I 
am compelled to cali 'a pceitive scientifie thinker.' '' 

Yet it was the saxne Jack London, caressing the thought 
of Death at the dose of **The Hnman Drift/* who wrote: 

' ' There is nothing terrìble about it. With Richard Hovey, when 
he faced bis death, we can say: 'Behold! I have livedl' And with 
another and greater one, we can lay onrselves down with a wilL 
The one drop of living, the one taste of being, has been good ; and 
perhaps our greatest achievement will be that we dreamed im- 
mortality, even thongh we failed to realize it." 



Jack 'a sìster thinka he was on the way, those last 
weeka^ to modify hia nncompromising attitnde. At least, 
ahe considera, jndging f rom things said and unsaid in their 
dosar momenta, that he was shaken in bis certitudes about a 
nuniber of subjects. He had always smiled or good-na- 
turedly seoffed at her telepathio ^'hunches,'' as he termed 
them ; bnt himself underwent a puzzling experience. Mid- 
moat of bis f orenoon work, ali at once he obeyed a cali that 
his mortai ears had not heard, and discovered himself stand- 
ing by the window straìning his eyes toward Eliza's cottage, 
on a slight eminence several hniulred yards away. Every- 
thing looked as usuai in the serene prospect, and he carne to 
himself with a laugh, tumed to watdi the big Shire mares 
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kaulìng his prìded manxire-spreader, and retnmed to the 
interrupted manuscrìpt. But he continued aneasy. Odd 
it seems to me that Jack did not teli me of the incident ; f or 
later in the day Eliza reported that the hnsband of her new 
cook had arrived unheralded and with a g^n threatened her- 
selfy who had been totally ignorant of her cook's marriage 
status, f or keeping his wif e away f rom him. 

I repeat that I have no evidence at first hand that there 
was any radicai change in Jack's method of thinking. He 
only showed an intensification of his old instinct for the '^in- 
exorable logie of the shadowland of the nnconscìoas.'' What 
he did say to me, and more than once, was the old : *'If yon 
should ever go *soft,' l'd never forgive yon!" 

It was not nntil after the Fair had dosed and his sister 
gone home, that Jack was fit to make the joumey by auto- 
mobile. About sunset we had a breakdown, and I remem- 
ber him hobbling about a little village while the repairing 
went forwardy and halting to wateh some small boys spin- 
ning tops. 

'^But donH you do this, and thisf he said, ali interest 
in the new generation, taking the toy f rom an urchìn, and 
trying to resurrect his own ounning. No, they couldn't spin 
it his way — ^had never seen it done, in f act i nor could they, 
as did he, make it spin on the vertical tmnk of a tree. 
Suddenly one of the lads sprang away to the side of the road 
and glibly named the make of an approaching car while the 
headlights were stili distant. 

**Well, l'il be " Jack left it becomingly unsaid. 

^^How did you know what was the name of that machine t" 

^^Know its engines, of course — ^I can teli most of 'em a 
long way off,'' the boy bragged, nicely even with his inter- 
locutor for superior skill in the top-game. 

^'See, Mate,'' Jack Ut a cigarette and contemplated the 
group, ^ ' l 'm getting old. l 'm out of touch with the younger 
generation. Ali they know is gasolene — but I will say they 
know it pretty thoroughlyl" 
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He was very quiet the rest of the rìde, and I recali a 
carìoas misapprehension dìsplayed by him as we made 
ready to leave the town of Napa in a moonlight haze. Thongh 
we had often vìsited here, tìiis time we differed as to an 
avenne that led into the twenty-mile road to Glen EUen. 
Jack's sense of locality was nsually faultless, mine far 
from being so. Bnt on that night I was so positive that 
finally he relapsed into silence, sending f orward the parting 
shot: 

* * Very well— bave your way ; bnt yon '11 soon find yon are 
entirely off the ronte/' 

It happened otherwise ; but I made no comment as the 
dim moonlit leagaes were lef t behind. And then I became 
conscions of a pressure as Jack's band dasped my shonlder, 
and over it came the love-hnsky, golden whisper I knew of 
his most hnmble and generons moments : 

* * I love yon to death, my dear. ' ' 

A return hand-caress, and ''I know you do/' dosed the 
inddent, and no ref erence to it was ever neoessary. 

To the tune of a merry household, after finishing ^'Like 
Argus of the Ancìent Times '* Jack went at a fantastica 
whimsioal tramp study entitled ''The Princess," last of the 
^'On the Makaloa Mat" cluster. The denouement is 
founded upon an after-dinner story once told at our table 
by a Bohen[uan dubman, an inimitable raconteur. Jack 
seemed to enjoy making this tale, and could hardly wait 
each day to catch me with his ''Come on and see how it 
goes!" The accomplished ease of his method seemed only 
to increase; too much, some frìends and crìtics thought. 
Yety reading over his last stories, with their sure technique 
and character-drawingy profound thinking in the processes 
of the human soul, I cannot consider that he had fallen off. 

How gay were host and guest, outside of what might be 
called naturai sports such as swimming, and swimmìng the 
horses, "biking,*' boating, riding, and the like, may be 
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jndged by a reekless prank that broke ap one noonday meal. 
I do not remember how it started, nor whose was the sug- 
gestion, but some one was dared to swallow, alive and whole, 
the tiny goldfish that swam among plants in a low cat- 
glass bowl on the long table. In the babble among the 
horrified girls, Jack shouted: 

^'We'U play a band at poker for it, and the fellow who 
loses must not only swallow the fish, but keep it down for 
ten minuteSy no matter what is said to him." 

Bemonstrance was in vain — ^the trio, Jads, Finn Frolidi, 
and Joe Mather, were ''on their way." Joe, slender, fas-* 
tidiouB, was ''stuok/' and exhibited, in paying the forfeit, 
the keenest conrage I ever bave witnessed. 

''Gee/' gasped the ehesty Frolich, ''I cotddn't bave got 
it downl" 

''l'd bave died if l'd had to do iti" Jack said in awe- 
struck admiration when oonfronted by the tragic face of 
the man who had ^'pnt away" the scaly morsel. And ''I 
never can feel quite the same toward you again,'' Joe's 
yoong wif e mnrmured betwixt langh and sob. 

' ' That was an awf al thing to allow," afterward I èhided 
Jack. 

''It was a wild thing," he gìggled oonourrenoe, "but 
thinkof the funi" 

"How about the fisht" 

"Now you 're saying something," he admitted. "Just 
the same, it was qui<&er 'curtains' for the fish than your fish 
in the garden pool get, slouoly smothering in the gullets of 
the water-snakes ! And how about live oysters, now, my 

dear . . . thinh, thinkt Anyway, I*d rather bave been 

the fish than Joe !" he grimaced in conclusion. 

When, on October 2, "The Water Baby" was sent off to 
The CosmopoUtan, Jack went at bis notes for a new novel, 
"Cherry," which was left less than half completed. This 
romance is laid in Hawaii. The bercine, Cherry, is a Japan- 
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ese girl, mysterìously wreoked in the Islanda when a baby, 
and evidently, by the trappings and the dead servitors on 
the abandoned sampan, infant of high degree. She is 
adopted and given every cultural advantage by a wealthy 
white conple who were childless. The motif of the work is a 
racial one, the climax depending upon Cherry's choice of a 
hnsband among the many, of varìous nationalities, who sue 
f or the band of this tantalizing orientai maid whose brain 
has divined ber sitaation in every oonnotation. There 
are enough notes to gaide a reader to the condusion ; but 
np to the end of the year 1921, I bave not matured my 
plans f or this hook and that other incomplete manasoript, 
^^The Assassination BnreaiL'* 

EveningB were spent in carda, or games lìke ^'packing 
peannts, ' ' in which Jack nearly died of mirth. Or he wonld 
be indined to read alond, poetry, or perhaps bis own stories. 
And I know there were listeners, captured and enohained by 
bis charm, in whose ears stili rìngs bis rioh and solemn voioe 
in the stately nnmbers of Ecdesiastes. He bad read from 
ibis favorite several times to certain friends in Honolnln, 
and now recarred to it with increasing appreciation. At 
these times Jack was extremely handsome, with something 
hard to describe — ^a fine nobility in expression and pose, but 
something also of the nnoonsdoos hantenr of isolation, of 
the aristocrat, of the imperator. 

One little party that was with ns f or a day or two con- 
sisted of my unde, Harley B. Wiley, of the University of 
California facnlty, who bad brought up bis long poem '^Dost 
and Flame" to read to na; and Blandie Partìngton, whose 
contribntion, in this instance, beside ber own ever-weloome 
personaliy, was the young Irisb revolutionist's, Elathleen 
O'Brennan, whom she wanted to see lock homs with Jack 
London. She was not disappointed. The pair went into the 
arena in fine f orm, while the rest of us sat panting with emo- 
tions that ranged from serions to condc. '^Never in my 
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life," Bianche r6vive$ the occasion, ^^did I hear sach a radal 
dressing-down as Jack gave Ireland!" 

More often than he went himself. Jack sent me over 
the traila wìth parties, and never did we twain go on any 
of the long rides once so reveled in. When gaests were 
absent, the ranch claimed ali his daylight recreation honrs, 
and he f orewent the Outlaw, and Sonoma Maid, and Hilo, 
preferring Prinoe, the ^'Love-Horse'' of our fore-in-hand, 
on whom leisnrely he explored the uplands, testing wìth 
eye and hand for soils he ached to ^^put to work." This 
was not snfficient exerdse for me, and I rode my colta 
longer distances, usnally hunting for Jack in the woods, 
when we wonld descend together. Many was the day he 
saidy though uncomplainingly : 

^^I got in a lot of reading last night, bat not mach 
sleep. I '11 nap this af temoon. ' ' 

Bnt it was seldom, homing alone f rom a canter, that I 
failed to see his tnmbled handfal of caria bobbing oat of 
the door to meet me. ^ 

'^You'U never know,'' he said again and again, ^^how I 
love to hear yoar borse galloping toward me. I woaldn't 
miss being bere to see yoa come in for anything!" 

I was far f rom easy aboat him. There was a twilight 
stealing over onr lives — ^was it to be ever this way, that I 
rode solitary while he must sleep t Whither were we trend- 
ingt 

^^Near the end," an aathor has told me, ^^he wrote me 
abont my hook, and in that letter he oomplained of being ili. 
Said he had been down with rheomatism . . . complained 
of having had a severe time of it. Complaint of any kind 
f rom him seemed anasaal. My impression was that he was 
not himself when he wrote this way. It came stealing over 
me that his work was nearly done.'' 

Jack had expected to go east in the early part of October, 
bat the water-sait intervened. He was snpposed to be away, 
however, and I am always gratef al to fate that we had thoae 
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last few weeks uninterrapted save by a few loved ones. To 
one, my cousin Beth, he gave a book in which the inscription 
verified my f ear in that he was going too fast, bis mind in- 
creaBÌng apon itself with an insupportable rapidity, wave 
upon wave, factors climbing upon the backs of faetors, the 
thousand-thousand connotatiòns that might bave snggested 
the loom of madness to any who conld not know bis naturai 
scope. But to me it represented an enormons sanity, a buge, 
normal functioning, only a madness if to be snper-sane is 
to be mad; and the only question was, how long conld a 
man live in so uncheoked a mìnd-f nnctioning, while neglect- 
ing bis body t 

'^It is a long time/' be complained in the inscription to 
Beth above referred to, ^^since l've seen you to renew ao- 
quaintance with you. When you were bere, the world was 
bere, and the world was very much and too much with 
me. Dam the wheel of the world! Why must it con- 
tinually tum over! Where is the reverse geart" 

Evening after evening be read aloud from Percy's 
''Beliques of Anoient English Poetry," and reread certain 
of these to Beth and to bis two ^^saints," my sister Emma 
Growall, and my uncle's wife. Villa Wiley. Two large vol- 
umes we went through, and the third and last to Page 288. 
The next selection is ^'St. George for England," and Jack's 
book-mark, the ubiquitous saf ety-match, stili rests between 
the leaves. Dryden^s '' Jealousie Tyrant of the Mind'' was 
an especial treasure to us. I sball bear until I die Jack's 
voice of the lover in **The Nut-Browne Mayd,'' which 
be never tired of repeating, and which I caUed for over 
and over, if only for the speli of the **viols'' in bis 
throat, and to see, under the long curi of lasbes, the eyes be 
raised to mine at the verse-ends : 

**I love but you alone.'' 

He fastened upon the sweet old-Englisb spelling of 
Darling — ^'^Dearling" — ^and thenceforward used it exdu- 
sively when addressing me, bis voice like a prayer. 



370 THE BOOK OF JACK LONDON 

Interspersed wìth these poems we also read the Beaa- 
mont and Fletcher EUzabethan plays, the power and beauty 
of some of these affecting Jack prof oundly. 

He f requently asked me to play or sing f or hìm, and was 
strangely touched by a song-relio of my girlhood, '^Beoom- 
pense," in which occur the lines: 

*'And at the last, I fonnd that she 

Was more than aU the world to me/' 

Handel's *' Largo," Wagner 's **Pilgrim'8 Chorus," and 
the trio of f nneral marches, favorites of ali hìs adnlt lif e, 
were resurrected and rendered him as mnch pleasure as 
eyer. Whenever he went to Oakland, he put in an honr 
or so in some musio store, after which there was suro 
to arrive in Glen EUen a box of phonograph records, 
most of them operatic. Many he retained, and while we 
had snpper at a card-table on my glass porch, it was the 
duty of Sekinè or the house-boy to mn off a succession of 
disks laid out by Jack. In Un» with tracing back into race- 
conscioTisness, he showed increasing preference for folk- 
songs, and the American negro melodies. After snpper he 
wonld throw himself on the oouch by my side, and bave 
these reeled off, while he dreamed beyond ali foUowing 
of the significance of these human cries for rest. 

**It's always been that way," he would reflect. "Man- 
kìnd has always bowed under iome galling yoke, physical or 
mental, that has made it supplicate for rest, to escape 
^the dreary agitation of the dust/ Can't you bear it, 
beating down the ages — ^listen to that — ^play it over, Sera, 
so Mrs. London can bear it again. ' ' 

Sometimes he was very calm, and evenings were of our 
sweetest, he reading aloud or talking, I embroidering the 
beloved *'L** upon absurd little **guest-towels*' for the 
Wolf House that was soon to be rebuilt. His dislike to see 
me sew had been modified these many years. My philoso- 
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phj tipon needlework had so pleased him that he ìncorpo- 
rated it in **The Little Lady of the Big House/' 

Agaiiiy over-ìntenBe, on haìr-trigger to snap up any 
word as a pretext to start an argoment, if he caught me 
tryìng to placate or tum him luto smoother channels he flew 
into a mental fury, at times hot, at others deadly cool. 
SometimeSy as before noted, I let him wear himself out. 
And when, as migfat happen, he was soon over the mood, 
resting in my embraoe he would teli me what it meant to 
unbnrden to me in any way at any time. 

On October 22, precisely a month before Jack went out, 
Nenadd EUllside, the '^Great Gentleman/' our incompar- 
able Shire Horse, died ovemight while we slept. Buptare, 
they prononnced it, and veterinaries were snmmoned f rom 
ali qnarters. 

It was a heavy blow to Jack. Aside from the mone- 
tary loss this was an incalcnlable set-back in his f ar-seeing 
plans, already under way, for breeding and in-breedìng. 
I leamed of the event when at nine of the moming I f ound 
Jack stili in bed, lying quite idle. I had not time to ask the 
reason for his strioken face when he said, reaching out to 
me: 

'^ Come bere and sit beside me. I bave bad news for you 
— ^your Great Gentleman is gone/' 

''WhatT WhoT— whatdoyoumeanf" 

'^Good old Neuadd died last night." 

. . . And a little later: '^l'm not ashamed, Mate- 
Woman," looking at me like a lost child through his man's 
tears. He foUowed me around much that day, telling more 
than I had ever dreamed of what the glorious animai had 
meant to him. 

**I teli you, Mrs. London," said Hazen Cowan, our cow- 
boy, who had had the care of the stallion, ''I hadn't cried 
since the last time my mother spanked me, until Neuadd f eli 
down. He wouldn't lie down till he was dead, but stood 
there shaking ali over." Hazen puUed a freckied band 
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acroBS his hazel, black-lashed eyes: ^'l'd really siepi with 
him, lìved with him, for montha, you know." 

' ' Cherry ' ' was laid aside, and Jack went to making notes 
for a novel upon the borse. ^^ Yon, too, make me some mem- 
ory-pictures of him," he begged. He now believed that he 
had been right in the first place about ^^show-condition'' for 
live stock, and that had Nenadd been maintained in proper 
working-fleshy he would bave been saved to the f ann. 

He did not begin that hook. After making a snfficient 
sketch to fix his motif, he retnmed to what was already 
begon — how vain the endeavor we were not then to know. 
Bnt the death of the ^'chief of the herd'* weighed more than 
we shall ever realize. At tìmes he gave way to a listless- 
ness I had never bef ore seen in him. 

Nexty the gentle Prince developed what eyentnally 
proved an incurable rhenmatism, and oould not be nsed. 
One day his master charged : ^^If anything shonld happen 
to me, and Prince 's case become hopeless, don't ever let him 
go off the ranch/' So the ^^Love-Horse" came to sleep 
with Neuaddy Sonoma Maid and Milda, in a wooded ravine 
on the '^Beanty Banch." The only one remaining of onr 
joyous coaching team is the indef atigable Outlaw, Gert, who 
lives and moves and delivers the finest of colta eadi and 
every renascent springtime. 

When, in mid-October, the duck-hnnting season opened. 
Jack flnng cantion to the fonr winds and with gusto con- 
snmed two large birds, canvasback or mallard, each day. An 
Oakland market kept him snpplied. Poisoned as he already 
was with uremia, this richest of diets was nothing less than 
suicidai^ and put him ont of the world of human affaire 
in less than six weeks. '^Oh, I love them so/' was his in- 
corrigible waive of my remonstrance. '^l've been good as 
gold ever since Sacramento, you Ve seen; and now it won't 
hurt me to fall off my diet. Don't forget l'm naturally a 
meat-eater!" 

The last guest Jack ever entertained, and who left 
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three days before he died^ was a frali little stranger who 
carne to ask if he wonld accept a joint gaardianship of her 
dhildren. ^^Snrel'' said that obUging friend of the needy. 
^'Pat mj name down with the resti" She had stndied 
medioiney and writing to me later inqnired if Jack was 
accnstomed to the amazing menu she had seen hìm consume 
twìce daily while she was wirh us. None but a plowman 
could bave snrvived it. 

On the 28th, shaking off the detection of the conrt prò- 
ceedings in the water-snit begun two days previously, Jack 
with apparent joy read a letter from the Newspaper Enter- 
prise Associationi of New York City, and appended ìs bis 
reply to their self-evident query : 

*'Gentlemen: 

'^ . . When I lie on the placid beach of Waikiki, in the 
Hawaiian Islands, as I did last year, and a stranger introdnoes 
himself as the person who settled the estate of Captain Keller; 
and when that stranger explains that Captam Keller carne to his 
death by havmg his head chopped off and smoke-cured by the 
cannibal head-hnnters of the Solomon Islands in the 'West South 
Pacific ; and when I remember back through the several brief years^ 
to when Captain Keller, a youth of twenty-two and master of the 
schooner Ettgeme, wassailed deep with me on many a night, and 
played poker to the dawn, and took hasheesh with me f or the en- 
tertainment of the wild crew of Pennduffryn; and who, when I 
was wrecked on the outer reef of Malu, on the island of Malaita, 
with fifteen hundred naked bushmen head-hunters on the beach 
armed with horse-pistols, Snìder rifles, tomahawks, spears, war- 
clubs, and bows and arrows, and with scores of war-canoes, fllled 
with salt-water head-hunters and man-eaters holding their place 
on the f ringe of the breaking surf alongside of us, only f our whites 
of US induding my wife on board — ^when Captain Keller burst 
through the rain-squalls to windward, in a whale-boat, with a crew 
of niggers, himself rushing to our resene, bare-footed and bare- 
legged, clad in loin-cloth and sizpenny undershirt, a brace of guns 
strapped about his middle — ^I say, when I remember ali this, that 
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adventore «ad ronumce ara Bot dead aa I lie ob tke pladd baaeh 
of Waikiki/' 

Here is a lettor to hia London agent, Mr. Hagihes Masaid, 
dated November 5 : 

''I bave net replied by cable becanae of two thiags. 

''First, I expeet to be in New York aometime after the middle 
of November. I should then be able to talk the mattar of auch an 
autobiography of 50,000 words, about my writing, wìth my maga- 
zine publisher. In any sneh event, I would personally handle the 
sale of the American first serial rights. 

^'Second, I am not sure about what the contemplated 50,000 
words would be concemed. From reading your letter it would 
seem that what is asked ia how I obtained at first band the ezperi- 
ences that are at the back of my wrìting. I do not see how I could 
write on such a subject — at least no more than several thousand 
words. My idea would be to givo my wrìting experìences from my 
first attempt at writing right on down the line to the present date, 
I mean my experìences with newspaper editors, magazine editors, 
hook publishers, etc., etc., entering intimately into my various 
books and short storìes themselves, I mean in relation to the sale 
of them to the purchasers. 

' * If you could wrìte me a letter conveying more adequatdy the 
subject that would be acceptable, as well as some sort of suggestions 
about the rate that the Wide World Magazine would pay f or the 
first serìal rights in Great Brìtain, I would be better equipped to 
discuss the matter with my people when I get to New York." 

*'The money I get for thia," he exulted, **will buy more 
farm machinery, more seed to plant, and the reati" 

On the aftemoon of the second court-hearing in the 
riparian rights contest, Jsuck was threatened with a repe- 
tition of the severe attack he had soffered in Honolulu, 
and drìlled me agaìn in the use of the hypodermic, should 
the pain get beyond him. He was very wretched, but the 
calculus passed without resort to the needle. 

His fourth appearance in court was on November 10. 
He carne home looking ili, and complained of distressing 
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Bymptoms whidi toward evening bo stroBgly resembled pto- 
maine poisonìng that finally, as the pain increaaed, I got him 
to tàke an antidote, which produoed the desired effect. 
Very gravely I talked with him, and he owned that he was 
Bhockingly out of condition, wìth an increasing tendency to 
dyBentery. **IVe never been quite rìght in that respect 
BÌnce my siokness and operation in Anstralia — ^and Mexico 
didn't help matterB any. — ^But don't worry, don't bother; 
ITI be ali right, my dearl" 

And Btill he made no alteration in his diet of nnderdone 
wild f owL 

PhiloBophicallyi and helped by psychoanalysiB, Jack 
better and better nnderstood and Bympathized with human 
fraìlty; but temperamentally, due largely to physical and 
nervons breakdown, he became more and more intolerant 
nnder the torment of his nncovered sensibilities. Those 
last days were not the first wherein he had gone stark 
against the apparent tmism that any one who aocepts 
bénefitB never f orgives the bcnef actor. 

Ab I sit at my typewriter, I can see him, back to me, 
elbowB on desk, head in both hands, and bear him Bay, not 
f or the initial time : 

**It'B a pretty picayone world, Mate — ^what am I to 
thinkt Are they ali aliket E very person IVe done any- 
thing for — and IVe not been a pincher, bave It — haa thrown 
me down: near onea, dear ones — ^and the resf 

''Some of UB are stili standing by," I reminded him 
Boothingly. 

''Oh, I don^ mean you, of course, nor Eliza. But the 
exceptions are so rare — ^friend and stranger alike. Bnn 
over the list Take that socialist woman east — ^IVe for- 
gotten ber name — who wrote begging me to stake ber to a 
amali snm for a certain nnmber of months, so she conld 
devote herself to writing a hook. It's ages since she ao- 
knowledged the last oheck Eliza sent, and she has never 
written me one line of thanks, nor even reported progress. 
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And she's bnt a sample of the whole hopeless, helpless mesa I 
And take cases nearer home. The hand I feed smites. It's 
only the ones I have helped. What am I to conclude t" he 
finished, swallowed in gloom, suffering damnably. 

**But even so,*' I argaed, trying to offset the somber 
disGord indnced by those raw sensibilitìes that made hìm 
pierce too easily throngh even the unconscions petty shams 
of civilization — * ' even so, it is nothìng new to you ; do not 
forget that it has always been that way. Do notthink you 
are the only one who suffers f rom this lamentable tendency 
of the human. Your kind has plenty of company in the 
world. No man who ever made money and played Santa 
Claus to many, has escaped your fate. So don't isolate 
yourself as a martyr. Be a real phìlosopher, and 'forget 
it.' " Then in a vain attempt to sting hìm out of his 
lethargy to a normal sense of values, I dared : ' ' Be care- 
fui, or you'U find yourself nursing a persecution mania I'! 

But the only reaction to this last bolt was a rather spirit- 
less challenge to show hìm where he was wrong in his f aots. 

Although Judge Edgar Zook urged the plaintiffs to 
allow hìm to apportion the water, which he was empowered 
to do, their lawyer dedined to consider this. **We stand 
or fall,'' was his ultimatum. On November 14, the injunc- 
tion was dissolved. Ja<^, desirìng in neighborly manner 
to convìnce the plaintiffs of the veracity of daims upon 
which his testimony had been based, drove around inviting 
one and ali to break bread with us at noon on Friday the 
17th, and accompany hìm on a little tour of inspection. 
Nearly ali accepted, and with one or two exceptions it was 
iheir last meeting with the big neighbor whose visions f or 
agrioultural welf are wère for the most part incomprehen- 
sible to them. Jack appeared very bright during the meal, 
and no business was talked until its oondusion. But when 
we started out of doors, he became ali eamest enthusiasm 
to persuade his opponents to the worth of his moral as well 
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as legai rìghtB in the matter at issne. One of them was 

heard to sigh : 

^'We fihould never bave gone into this fight wìth yonl" 
And another : * ' What a pity we didn *t get togelher with 

yon in the first place and thrash out this matter instead 

of roshing into conrt with iti'' 

Satorday I myself went to bed. I cannot, to this day, 
name my ilhiess ; but looking back it seems that I was on 
the verge of a nerve-coUapse*. I must bave been laboring 
nnder too great anxietys JlUbe Thnrsday bef ore, when 
Ernest Hopkins and two camera men had been photo- 
graphing Jack both for ^'movies" and ^'stills/' I had sud- 
denly, in one or two of the poses, noticed something in 
Jack's face, or an accession of something more than dimly 
f elt of late, that struck f ear into me. It might he described 
as a deadness — or an absence of life; something that no 
face, upon an. upright figure, shouid he. Others were full 
of vivacity, with ali that Jack could command of charm and 
aliveness — sitting with bis rifie, laughing from the high 
seat of the water cart, qt driving two monster Shire mares 
in the manure-spreader.jHow eloquent, iike a message of 
the year's increase, that ovai ring of fertilizer lay for 
weeks upon bis field unti! erased by the winter rains I How 
eloquent was the whole f ruitful prospect, when he lay, in 
bis own White Silence, in the midst of the fair land of bis 
devisingi To me, then, wandering among bis kindly herds, 
in the effort to orient myself with a new universe, came the 
thought that he, our Jack, was the most eloquent dead man 
in ali the world. That small, potent band had written a 
deatbless scroll upon the hills, and he seemed to live and 
speak and move at one with the growth he had encouraged 
in the pregnant dust of bis Sweet Land. One could not 
quit and lie down in the face of such vital challenge to make 
diort shrif t of tears and rìse to carry bis banner as long as 
fate shouid be generous enough to let one work. 
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When on a day I gallop along the blossoming ways io 
Jack '8 mountain meadowB, missing my Strong Traveler, it 
takes little effort stili to bear bis blitbe, companionable 
*^Toott Toott** I would feel no Btartlement did be emerge, 
reining the Outlaw f rom the shadows of the trees, laughing 
f rom nnder the cowboy hat. 

He had been radiant in bis hope that had no horizon. '*I 
want to live a bundred yearsl'' was bis lusty slogan, re- 
peated witìiin a f ortnight of bis death. ' ^ See the dozens of 
boxes of notes filed away t Wby, writers I know are look* 
ing abont for plots, and l've enongb bere to keep me bnsy 
with twice a bundred novelsl" 

It was the expression of just such exuberance that Jack 
felt in tbis stanza of John G. Neihardt's: 

Let me live cut my years in beat of blood ! 

Let me lie dronken with the dreamer's wìiiel 
Let me net see this soul-house built of mud 

Oc toppling to the dust — a vacant shrine ! 

When he was gone, I smiled with appreciation of an 
enthusiastic, but unìnformed, reviewer wbo, despite Jack's 
fif ty-odd books written within seventeen years, credited bim 
wiUi more than doublé that number, ^'to say nothing of 
other forms of literature." 

And there was also a lettor that pleased me, written on 
November 20, and never read by Jack : 

'*I haye just seai your picture, drivmg two huge draft-borses to 
a maaure-spreader. This is the picture of a man with a wagon- 
load of f ertìlizer. He is going to spread it over an acre of ground 
aad make it fertile. In reality the man haa an inexhaustible supply 
of mental pabulum which he spreads over the whole world, the 
dark spots are made lighter, the sloughs of despond are drained 
and made to blossom . • . the weary and heavy laden are lifted 
up. . • . In reality you are subsoil-plowing the world, preparing 
it for the seeds of Universal Brotherhood, the whìle you dream 
dreams. 
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It would not be hard to imagine him a happy ghost re- 
vìsitìog his beloved lands or the mnmng tides of San Fran- 
•isco Bay, irresistibly drawn back to 

'^ . • The horses in the wagons with their kind long faoeSy 
And little boats that dimb npon the waves.'' 

I conld but thìnk, viewing the excellence he lef t be- 
hìnd, the pnrity of his pnrpose, the way he went straight to 
his goal, that he made a shioing exception to the mie that 

'^The evil that men do lives after them; 
The good ìs oft interred with their bones.'' 

I was sad when, on Satnrday the nineteenth, our tenth 
wedding anniversary, I was nnable to join Jack and a qnaint 
woman gaest at dinner. Jack bronght her in to meet me, 
and later, having settled her somewhere with a hook, re- 
tnmed to stroke my throbbing head. I remember remind- 
ing him of the f act that I was bom and married in the 
same month, and that eight days hence, the twenty-seventh, 
would be my birthday. How little I imagined that there 
wonld intervene the date of my widowhood I Yet doom was 
in the air. Snbtly I felt its clntch, and this was ali my 
malady. 

Jack wrote with nnabated indnstry on Monday moming, 
and in the af temoon he came and coaxed me in a cheery and 
loving way to puU myself together and accompany him np- 
mountain. He wanted to see again a piece of land that 
adjoined the ranch, which he recalled as being well watered 
by springs. 

**I may bny it,*' he said. **I conld develop the springs, 
and that would mean bigger orops, bigger and better cattle 
and horseSy lif e, more lif e, Mate- Woman ! Oh, it 's big, and 
I bave so many plans and so much to do 1 Come on up with 

me," 

It hurt to refuse, but I felt too weak and tired to face 
the long ride; so he went out alone, looking unusually 
dÌ8api)ointed. Yet what strength was mine but half a hun- 
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dred hours later to meet the worst and not f ail — bo strange- 
ly are we constituted. 

Upon his return he carne breaMng throngh the house 
with his merrìest step to teli me every detail of his explora- 
tion. 

^'I found the trail wìthout any trouble,'' he told me, 
'^and when I came to the field I had in mind, there was a 
young farmer plowing. We talked quite a while, and I got 
off old Fritz to handle the soil myself . I found it of very 
good quality. It ran through my fingers, so friable, you 
know. l've discover ed who owns it, and l'm going to take 
up the matter as soon as I can land the prospect of some 
money in New York. Maybe that autobiographical stuff 
will pay f or it. * * Thenfurther: '^l'm planning togoon the 
twenty-ninth. And you 're stili not coming with mef he 
finished wistf ully. Then he resumed the tale of his projeets 
f or increasing the abundance upon his acres. 

There followed a wakeful night f or Jack, and he rose 
very late^ f rankly blue, and complaining of fatigue. The 
dysentery was so much worse that I protested at his taking 
no measures to check an alarming condition. He worked 
but a short time, and the few pages of manuscript were the 
last he ever set band to. The several lettera he dictated to 
the machine were transcribed afterward by his secretary. 
The very last letter he ever talked into the hom was the 
f ollowìng : 

*'EàitoT Every Weeh, 
*'My dearsir: 

"Curses on you, * Every WeekM You keep a bufiy man bu^ 
over-tiine trying to get rid of you while unable to tear hhnaelf amj. 
I wish the man who writeB the captions f or your photographs had 
never been bom. I just can't refrain from readìng every word 
he writes. 

''And the rest of your staff bothers me the same way. 

''Hereby registering my complaint, 

"Sincerely youis, 

"Jaek London.'' 
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The last lìterary notes he ever penciled, I take f rom his 
bed-side tablet: 

''Sooialist autobiography. 

'^Martin Eden and Seà Wolf, attacks on Nietzeschean 
philosophy, which even the sooialists missed the i)oint of . ' ' 

Another page: 

''In late antmnn of 1916, when Adamson Bill (8 
hrs. for Bailroad Brotherhoods) rnshed at the last tick of 
the sìxtìeth second of the twelfth honr, through Congress 
and Senato and signed by President Wilson, agreed with 
my foreoast of favored nnions in Iron HeeL'' 

''NoveL 

^'Hìstorical novel of 80,000 words — ^love — ^hate — ^primi- 
tiveness. Discovery of America by the Northmen — ^see my 
hook on same, also see Maurice Hewlett 's 'Frey and bis 
Wif e. ' Get in interpretation of the genesis of their myths, 
età, from their own nnconscionsness.'' 

He dìd not go ont ali day, and slept in the aftemoon, 
rousing himself with an effort. Eliza came over to talk 
ranch business, and they were stili at it when the first and 
then the second gong sounded for onr supper. Having 
shaken off the half-shipor in which he had awakened, he 
had become very excited outlining bis immediate intention 
to erect on the ranch a general store, a school, and a post- 
office. I heard him wind up : 

''There are enough children on the ranch to open a 
school. The ranch people can bave their homes bere, trade 
bere at better prices, be bom bere, grown up bere, get their 
schooling bere, and if they die they can be buried on the 
Little Hill, where the two Qrcenlaw children 's graves are. 
• No, I haven't in mind a community in the usuai scuse 
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of a ref orm colony. I only look f orward to makìng the 
place self-BBstaining for every soni upon it/' 

Five days after that utterance. Jack London 's own ashes 
were laid tì^ere on the whispering ridge. 

Elìza told me later that in those days Bhe worrìed abont 
the over*working of Jack's brain. Ab far as poBsible she met 
hìm, yet wondered how he expected her to pnt into prompt 
execntion the enormonB tasks he prepared. A lesser man, in 
the throes of the toxemia that was destroying him, wonld 
have evinoed a lesser '^ mania/' Jack's mental vigor was 
spent logically along the linea of bis ambition. 

Even wìth modem famìliarity with body diemistry, 
Boientists are not able to determino with exaotitnde the 
nature of the toxins that produce uremia. ^'A gastro- 
intestinal type of uremia/' the doctors pronounced Jack's 
disorder. The symptoms had been present for a long timo 
— Btomachio disturbances, insomnia, sporadic melancholia, 
dysentery, rheumatic edema in ankles, and dull headaches 
altemating with the speedìng up of bis mental enginery. 
Convulsions were absent, and the only coma was that in 
which he breathed bis last. 

When Jack at length parted f rom Eliza that night of 
the twenty-firsty he brought with him into the warm and 
cozy veranda the sweeping current of bis ferver, and con* 
tinued talking in the same vein. But I saw that he was 
stmng to a breaking pitch of excitement. 

**Your duck was perfection half an hour ago,'* I said, 
**but l'm afraid it is far from that by now." 

But he was not interested in ducks, and spoke much more 
than he ate, roving into a future heydey of the ranch. I 
distinctly recali one part of bis conversation, and am again 
made glad for bis clean soul: 

' ' There 's a big slump coming in real estate, country, not 
city. BecoUect that man who came the other day to interest 
me in some of the land among the little hills north of us t 
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I didn't like the looks of bis speculation. Bnt ìf I oared to 
play the dirty business game, I conld buy in largely when 
the slnmp comes, cut up the property and later on sell, as 
that man expects to do, to poor people at big profit. But I 
lon 't care to make money that way, Mate-Woman, ' ' he broke 
off eamestly. ^'My hands are pretty olean, aren't theyf 

I could thankfiùly respond to that His business was 
dean: his vocation, the makìng of books; his avocation, 
agriculture. 

He did not ask f or musio, nor did he f rolic with the f ox 
terrier, Possum, as he had done so much of late, testing that 
keen little brain and great heart in a hundred ways. In 
half an hour, Jaok's exuberance had wom out; and with an 
apprehension to which I had been no stranger of late, 
I saw that he was getting argnmentative, as if looking f or 
trouble lesi he fall into melancboly* He picked up two 
wooden box-trays of reading matter that he had brought 
with hìm, and Ùf ted them to the table on which stood his 
ahnost untasted supper. 

^^Look," he said, his voice low and lifeless, ^'see what 
IVe got to read to-nighf 

^'But you don't have to do it, mate," I said, trying to 
stir his spirit. ^'Always remember that you make ali this 
work and overwork f or yourself , and it must be because you 
ehoose to do it rather than to resi My andent argoment, 
youknowl** 

There f ollowed a colloquy upon relative values, and then 
he stood up abruptly, came aroxmd the small table, and flung 
himself on the couch into my arms. 

'^Mate-Woman, Mate-Woman, you 're ali IVe got, the 
laat Straw f or me to ding to, my last bribe f or living. You 
know. I have told you bef ore. Tou must understand. If 
you don 't understand, l 'm lost. Tou 're ali I Ve got. ' ' 

^^Ido understand, ' ' I crìed. * * I understand that there 's 
too muoh for you to do, and that you 're straining too hard 
to get it done. Are you so bound on the wHeel that you 
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cannot ease iip a little, both woi^ing and thinMngf Yon 
are going too fast. Yon are too aware. And you are ili. 
Something will snap if yon don't poli up. Ton are tir ed, 
perìlously tired, tired almost to death. What filiali we do t 
We can't go on this wayl'* 

The green shade was well down over bis face, and I 
could not see bis eyes. But tbe comers of bis montb 
drooped patbetically. Poor lad, my poor boy— be was, in- 
deed, tired to deatb. 

We lay tbere f or perbaps an boor, be resting, sometimes 
sigbing, saying little except by an excbange of sympatbetic 
pressnres wliiob were onr wont. How tbankfnlly I remem- 
ber an old vow tbat never, nnder any provocation, would I 
ignoro caress of bis! A few sentenoes of tbat Honr are 
too sacred and too personal to be repeated, and yet tbey 
were tbe frequent expressions of our daily ronnd — ^in tbe 
last analysis tbey were an expression of tbe ever-narrow- 
ing valnes of life, working tbe cbanges upon bis ^'bribe 
for living.*' 

Ali at once, tuming sligbtly, be put bis anns aronnd my 
neck. 

'^l'm so wom for lack of sleep. l'm going to tnm in.'' 
Bising, be gave voice to tbat wbicb so startled me. 

^'Tbank God, yon 're not afraid of anytbing!'' 

Never sball I know wby it came from bim unless it 
was be knew tbe untbinkable was upon bim, tbat I wonM 
very sbortly lose bis dear comradesbip, and felt tbat I 
would be gallant to cope witb tbat disaster. 

When in tbe days to follow Jack's bolograpbio will was 
read, first in tbe f amily circle, next by Judge T. C. Denny, 
in court, and tacit responsibilities were made known, I oonld 
not belp reverting to tbat fervent exdamation. Or was it 
an entreaty, a supplicationt If a prayer, at least be bad 
answered it by bis own passive action in neglecting, dnring 
tbe balf -decade tbe Will bad lain in deposit, to alter a line 
of it. In effect it is a love lettes:, written by a wise man wbo 
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knew our metal, and he named Eliza Shepard and my 
cousin Willard L. Growall, as execatorgu But Jack gave 
loophole f or discontent and criticism in that, beyond trìfling 
provision f or various beneficiaries, he stipnlated : 

'^Whatever addìtional may be given them shaU be a 
benef action and a kindness f rom Oharmian K. London and 
shall arise ont of Channian K. London 's goodness and de- 
sire/' 

Having not f orf eited hìs trust, I am prond to append 
his dosing paragraph : 

''The reason that I gire ali my estate to Charmian E. London, 
with exceptìons noted, is as f oUows : Channian K. London, by her 
personal fortnne, and, far more, by her personal aid to me m my 
literary work, and stili vastly far more, by the love, and comfort, 
and Joy, and happiness she has given me, ìb the only person in thìs 
world who has any claim or merit eamed npon my estate. This 
merit and claim she has absolutely eamed, and I hereby eamestly, 
sincerely, and gratefnlly accord ìt. ' ' 

After he had gone to his room, I thonght to cool my 
distressed head by a stroll in the bine starlight. The bnrden 
of my thonght was that matters conld not go on in this way, 
that I must make an effort to shake Jack into recognizing 
that he would have to change his physical habits. 

When I reentered the house at about nìne, it was on 
tiptoe. Jack's light was buming. Peeping aoross from 
my own quarters, I saw that bis head had f alien upon his 
ohest, the eyeshade down. As I looked, he made a slight 
movement, as if settling to sleep; and knowing his sore 
need of repose, I did not venture a chanoe of disturbing 
his first slumber. The last work in which he read that 
night, was a small, rusty, calf volume, '' Around Cape Hom, 
Maine to California in 1852, Ship James W. Paige. Mj- 
self half-exhausted from emotion and lack of rest, I went to 
bed, read a few moments in ''The Wayside Lute,^' by 
Lizette Woodworth Beese, and fell asleep for the first 
unbroken eigfat hours I had known in weeka— thereby shat- 



^y 



386 THE BOOK OF JACK LONDON 

terìng any latent f aith I may ever bave entertaìned in the 
sweet code of telepathy between those dose in sympathy. 
As if to me a prophesy, one of the poema on whioh I 
went to sleep was this : 

''House, how BtiU you are; 
Hearth, how eold ! 
He was vital as a star, 
As the Aprii mold. 
Friend and singer, lad and knight, 

Very dear ; 

Hearts, how bare the dark, the light, 
Sinee he is net herel" 

But the last lines I scanned, and which keep impinging 
now upon memory, were these : 

"Loose me from tears, and make me see aright 
How each hath back what once he stayed to weep ; 
Homer bis sìght, David bis little lad!'' 

, Wben, at ten minutes past eigbt the next moming, my 
eyes opened upon Eliza standing by my bed, with Sekinè, 
our Japanese boy, in the background, I said, ' ' Yes, what is 
itf knowing weU that only the gravest urgency brought 
them there. And just as qnietly Eliza replied : 

'^Sekinè could not wake Jack, so carne right to me. I 
think you'd better come in and see what you can do." 

The stertorous respiration could be heard bef ore we en- 
tered the sleeping-porch. Jack, unconsdous, was doubled 
down sidewìse, showing plain symptoms of poisoning. By 
means of strong coffee we had succeeded in producing some 
reaction bef ore the doctors arrived and the real battle for 
Jack's life began, but not at any time did we succeed in 
coaxing the limp form to any effort. The physicians first 
summoned were A. M. Thompson and W. B. Hayes of 
Sonoma; foUowed by J. Wilson Shiels from San Francisco, 
and Jack's own surgeon, W. S, Porter. It was only by hold- 
ing him upi one on a side, that Jack could be kept in a sitting 
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posture on the edge of the bed ; and when ranchmen, waiting 
all^y at cali, had him on his f eet, equilibrium of the heavy 
and nerveless figure was maintained only hy sheer strength 
of his supporters. Body and wìll could not cooperate, and 
but several times, in the middle of the day, was there a 
flicker of intelligence. Every legitimate kind of shock was 
resorted to. Physically he was for the most part beyohd ef- 
forty but half-conscious response was obtained when we 
shouted alarming tidings across the abysm of coma : 

* ' Man, man, wake up I The dam has bur st I Wake, man, 
wake I ' ' This caused a shudder in the congested, discolored 
countenance, the head jerked, the fixed and awful eyes made 
a superhuman effort to focus. There was a glimmer of con- 
sciousnesSy evanescent as the dying light along the wires in 
an electrìc bulb that has been snapped off. The awareness 
f adedy f aded. But oh, the pang of happiness even this brief 
acknowledgment lent us who stood by, together or by tum, 
in the struggle of those midday hours I 

When the news of harm to his dam had been reiterated 
to the point of intolerable agony of rousing from so deadly 
lethargy, we were rewarded by observing that he protested, 
with the leaden vigor of one half-thralled in nightìnarey by 
iflowly beating the mattress with a loosely-clenched right 
fisi The left was never raised. Whereupon shaking and 
shouting were resumed, with a like outcome. Althougfa 
on verge of tears of pure joy at this encouragement, I 
could but note, with a sickening sense of futility, that body 
and will were at sharp variance — ^the doser we forced 
cognition of our intent to resuscitate, the more rational 
became the opposition. He was, I see it, setting the last 
fleeting effort of his life, of his reasoned will, against 
rehabilitation of that life and will. 

Then, realizìng this in spirit, I desisted, inwardly at 
least, to fight, to hope. One thing, however, I must do: 
establish one last mental contact, to serve me ali the de- 
prived years that should befalL 
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'^Let me try something/' I said, and they set hìm up- 
right upon the edge of the bed, his helpless f eet npon the 
f nr mg. 

Face to f aoe, seisdng him firmly by the shonlders, I shook 
him, not roughly, bnt decisively, and repeated : 

^'Matel matel You must come back! Mate! Tou^ve 
got to come bachi To mei Mate! Metter^ 

He carne bade Of conrse he carne back. Slowly, as 
something rìsing from the nnfathomable well of etemityi 
full knowledge brinuned ìnto those eyes that drew to mine in 
a conscious regard, and the mouth smiled, a fleeting, writhen 
smile. It seemed as if my nnbodied soni went out to meet 
hìs in that instant. Instant it was, ineffable, brief. Bnt 
it contained as great, as glorious, a meeting of two as ever 
took place npon this planei Yet it was not enongh. Again 
I sent out the cali to hìm npon the brìnk — ^and again the 
smile. Was it of hall and f atewell to lif e as he had knoTvn 
itt Or of love, and the bliss of one perfect moment of 
nnderstandingt Or was it of victory, that he, by lad: of 
resistance, had beaten ns aU ont, and thns invited ' ' the ulti- 
mate nothingness,'' bis passing behind the curtains into 
^^The darkness that ronnds the end of life"t Perhaps 
there was, too, upon the lips that smiled awry and vaìnly 
strove to speak, the twist of contempt for the dissolution 
that was upon him. What would we not give to know 
those words he could not framel 

What I love to believe, when ali else is said, is that he, 
who gave lif e and death an equal supremacy in bis affection, 
was redeeming a promise made so long ago that it is woven 
into the f abrio of aU memories of him. 

* * Death is sweet. Death is rest. Think of it I — ^to rest f or- 
everl I promise you that whensoever and wheresoever 
Death comes to meet me, I shall greet Death with a snule." 

How the great ones bave walked arm-in-arm with Death I 
Thus Robert Louis Stevenson to the beloved Assassìn : 
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^'I have been waitmg for you these many years. Give 
me your hand, and welcome. '^ 

Where was he/onr Jaok, ali that day we warred with 
his fate? What was it he so hated to forswear in order to 
answer our ìmportnnìtyf Jadgìng reasonably enongh by- 
the dreams of his latter years, I hazarded that he was wan- 
dering purposef nlly in that same land of green fields, intent, 
watchfoly happy. It had been the same with his father 
during a longer period of alternate nnconsdions periods — 
the long life-desire fulfilled. This, oh, snrely, is what we 
tortnred the son froml — ^But with the last breath which 
left his body— what of the bright dream f When the splen- 
did head, no longer instinot with resolution, ceased from 
its oerebration, hard it was to agree with that • same cere- 
bration that the Thing that Thinks is one with the Thing 
that Dies I How I should love to believe that he, liberated, 
opened eyes npon the range of illimitable possibilities that 
had hitherto been bounded by failing mortality. Yet who 
am I to ìnvoke for him, who dedared for perfect resi, 
otherwise than Ambrose Bierce's wish to a friend: 

''Lìght lie the eorth npon bis dear» dead hear^ 
And dreams dUtnrb him never. 
Be deeper peace than Paradise his part 
Por ever and for ever." 

Or, ^^the supreme beatitude of rest," as Jaok's friend 
John Myers O'Hara has it. 

Months after Jack's death I had the first and only 
''vision" of my experience. When a great asking comes 
npon me, in nngifted hoors when my lamp boms low, I 
think of it. Bising one moming with a renewed oheerf ul- 
ness that bubbled over into song, suddenly, as dearly as 
ever I had looked npon the man, I saw Jack stepping ^ 
blithely in a green domain, tlie very piotare of an Elysian I 
pastoral, whistling comradely to an nnmistakable friend 
shadowing his heel — ^Peggy the Beloved, our small canine 
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'■ Irìsh Saint of the Soutìiem Seas. What was it — ^a misoal- 

I 

' calation of my TJnconscions that let the dear dream spili 
. over into Foreoonsoionsness to rejoice the dayt 

The Bun went down upon onr endeavor. They had 
brought hìm aerosa into my glass porch, soene of so mudi 
quiet happinesSy and there he died upon the conch where, a 
scant twenty-four hours earlier, he had cried to me : **Tou 
niìist understand my need ! You'ré ali I Ve got left !*' 

We watched. The good breathing that had upbome ex- 
pectation of recovery began to lag, and more labored became 
intake and snspiration. I became aware that one of the 
Sonoma physicians was leadìng me from where I stood at 
Jack's head. Mechanically we sat down in my room. 
Minntes passed, a few, an etemity of them^ it seemed. 
' Longer were the intervals between those breaths so plainly 
heardy a very great interval, another, and then silence abso-. 
Iute, the sheerest vacunm of sound I had ever known. No 
one moved until Sekinèy his face an orientai mask of ivory, 
stepped in and bent his head to me. 

I, who had never bef ore lost any one essentially dose ; I, 
who had been protected from ali outward semblances of 
death, half an hour later went ont with my own dead and 
sat by the sheeted f orm until, with every atom of under- 
standing I possessedi I had reckoned for ali time with the 
hìtherto unthinkable: that ultimate silence lay upon the 
lips of my man. Let me review that day a thousand- 
thousand times, there is nothing new to face. The worst 
had bef alien; the future was plain, a horizonless expanse 
of ready work in which one must in good time build out 
of the wreck a renewed, if diflferent, joy of livìng and 
serving. It was good. It has worked. It has continued 
to worky test incontrovertiblc. I prodaim to these who 
moum overmudiy the worth and solace of my remedy. 

When, later in the evening, we crept, his true sister and 
I, into Jack's old sleeping-place^ ali was restored to order 
by Sekinè. The broad bed was laid and tumed, the pillows 
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piled ready f or the reader, the little table set to rìghts, even 
to cigarettes, f reshly-sharpened pencils, and thermos bottles 
of water and milk. It was ìncredible that the one-time tenant 
shonld be lying, cold and insensìblOy aerosa the house. We 
looked at each other dnmbly, and I sought the Japanese lad. 

**We always do it in our country for those who bave 

died/* he said unsteadily. **And I thought *' His ex- 

planation traìled ìnto silence as he tumed away. As long 
as he remaìned with the household, the bed was always in 
order, and we kept a single flower there and on the work- 
table. 

Once^ twice^ in his later years, Jack, in chance ref erence 
to the possibility of his dying first, departed from his 
f amìliar careless injunction of ^ ^ Oh, if I should go, scatter 
my ashes to the winds, or, if you pref er, upon the bay or 
ocean ! ' ' Eliza and I both recalled the time, when, speaking 
of his love and hopes for the ranch, he remarked : 

**If I shoidd beat you to it, I wouldn^t mind if you laid 
my ashes on the knoll where the Greenlaw children are 
buried. And roU over me a red boulder from the ruins of 
the Big House. I wouldn't want many to come. Youmight 
ask George. ' ' 

But before his chosen ceremonial there were thrust in 
occasions which, lef t to his own choice, he would not bave 
stipulated. Clothed in his favorite gray, as in gray I had 
first seen him sixteen years before, for a day in bis work- 
room he lay, in a gray casket that was like nothing so much 
as a cradle. Passing by I was touched by the smallness 
of it. I had thought Jack a larger man. 

The neighbors came and went, in tearful awe of the unex- 
pected demise of the lovable friend they yet had never 
understood. Little as he would bave approved of exhìbit- 
ing the discarded shell of him, it would bave been needless 
affront to the tributo these people were accustomed to pay 
to the dead. And they had loved him more than they 
thought. As one of them said: 
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^ ^ I teli y ou, the death of Ja<& means a sorry day to many. 
He gave away a meal ticket and added to it a bit, too. His 
heart went out to the f ellow who carried a roU of blankets — 
ornoblankets.'' 

Oh Frìday, at dawn, I was awakened f rom fitfnl sleep by 
the nunble of the death-wagon coming up the bill. When, 
delayingy I slipped in to the abandoned workroomy the open 
window thnough whioh he had so of ten passed alive told of 
the nmnner in whioh Jaxk London had gene f rom his house. 

Sekinè carne to where I sat, thinking, adjnstingy and 
held out a handf ni of keys, the dingy Klondìke coin-saok of 
chamois, and a few stray notes, ali taken f rom the ranch suit 
Jack had last wom« Sekinè murmured something abont 
having pnt some notes in the breast-pocket of the burlai 
dothesy together with a pencil and pad — ^'^ Just as he always 
had them, Missis/' he whispered. 

^^Buty Sekinè, the notes, what noteat" I asked, biting 
back the trembling of my lips at thought of the pitiful last 
service the boy had rendered, but fearful lest some latest 
words of Jack's had gone beyond recali 

'* Something I wrote, and sent with him — ^no one will 
know,'' Sekinè ezplained. ^'I wrote," raising his head, 
^ Your Speech was Silver, your Silenoe now is golden. ' That 
was alL It was my Gk)Od-by/* 

My next step was to Jaòk's work-table, upon whioh lay 
the unfinished manuscript of '*Cherry,'' just as he had laid 
down his pen. There, in that moment, looking at what was 
but an example of the myriad thìngs he had left, in a flash 
it came to me : 

^'My life cannot be long enough to mend the broken 
things — ^to carry on the tasks that are left for me.'' 

Eliza did me a supreme service that moming, when she 
acoompanied Jack's casket from Glen EUen to the Cre- 
matory in Oakland. One who met the little oortège in 
Oakland was Yoshimatsu Nakata, whom Sekinè had suo- 
ceeded. No, I was not ili, as the report went oui I pre- 
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f erred to remain away from a fonerai whioh represented 
Jack's idea so little, bat which I felt should be aocorded 
to bis daugbters and their mother» Severa! friends, in- 
dnding Frederick Bamf ord and others of the old Bnskin 
Club, were also there, and two or three persone wbo had 
corresponded with Jack now saw him for the first time. 
A short address was delivered by the Bev. Edward B. 
Payne, who was familiar with Jack's nnorthodox views ; and 
a poem, which had been asked of George Sterling, was read 
above bis friend. 

As regards the manner of bis disposai, Jack himself , 
only a few weeks bef ore, had had this to say, in reply to a 
qnery from Dr. Hngo Erichson, writing for the Cremation 
Assocìation of America, the same having been sabmitted 
to a nnmber of persons of national prominence : 

*'Glen Ellen, California, October 16, 1916. 
**Dear Doctor Erichson : — 

In reply to yonrs of reeent date, undated 

Cremation is the only decent, right, sensible way of rìdding 
the world of ns when the world has ridden itself of ns. Also, it is 
the only fair way, toward onr children, and grandchildren, and ali 
the generations to come after ns. Why should we clutter the land- 
scape and sweet-growing ground with our moldy memoriesf Be- 
sides, we bave the testimony of ali history that ali such sad egotistio 
efforts bave been failures. The best the Pharaohs could do with 
their pyramids was to preservo a few shrìveled relics of themselves 
for our museums." 

I bave little oonnected m^nory of Friday and Satnr- 
day. I know there was work to do, and that I slept long 
night honrs under the ministering hands of dear women. 
And I walked abont the farm precincts, looking rather 
curiously at the young life, animai and vegetable, which 
Jack had fostered into being. Tet he, the biggest ^'mote of 
life between the darks'* had vanished in a dayl Wherever 
I appeared, I was conscions of some workman slipping 
away, or a face tnmed aside in a handkerchief . The half 
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hnndred men, many of whom had never conversed with 
their employer^ seemed uimerved by the sudden gap in their 
little universe. 

Jack, himself y would not bave believed the warmth there 
was toward him in the skeptical old earth. As one ex- 
pressed it: 

' ' To me it seems like havìng a ligbt tumed off ^ with too 
few already buming^ leaving the road darker and more 
dismal and diffiealt." 

It was almost as if bis actnal death pnrged the mankind 
who knew him and bis work^ of jealonsy^ hate, and carping 
criticism; put a seal npon the lips of the meanest. Even 
bis bitterest detractors tried to be fair and charitable. If I 
needed corroboration of my own belief in this man of mine, 
I could recali the mouming of bis world It must bave 
arisen from bis usefulness, bis big contribution of beart's 
blood to humanity. Fraise of him from ali quarters and in 
many tongues from every class of society, literally from 
rich man, poor man, beggar man, chief , doctor, lawyer, and 
the rest — ^aye, thief , and worse I Out of prisons bas come to 
me a wail at bis passing; for the immaterial sweetness of 
Jack and bis code, squareness, bis long-suffering charityi 
that patriarchal kindness, had passed in and stili live bebind 
the bars. 

To him, 60 artioulate in the Great Common Tbings: 
^^Three common pitmen in Durham will keep bis memory 
green while hearts are able to respond to the bounteous 
thought of bis love," reads a letter from England. ''The 
sweetness of bis life and work can never die." 

And anotber, no less than bis trail-mate, Hargrave, 
wrote: 

''Always I bave been assaulted by donbts; and then, ooincident 
with the message that Jack had passed the portai that bars the 
Unknown from the Ejiown, those doubts (independent of mental 
processes) were dispelled. I gave no reason for it — ^the reasons of 
men are such vain things in the presence of the Infinite." 
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This from one more '*80ur-dough*': '*I loved the man 
beoause — ^because he was a man ; By the Turtles of Tasman, 
He waa aman!^' 

And this f or the premanency of his message : 

*'He touched the lowly side of life with a pen bom of love and 
bitter experience. ... He had lìved with down and outs, and with 
animals. . . •• And he wrote their tragic lives as no human ever 
wrote them before. ... So long as there are human hearts that 
feel the tender touch of love, so long as there are honest souls that 
revolt at cruelty and oppression, so long will Jack London 's books 
and stories live and he read." 

^'If Jack London had had faith, what a great preacher 
he wonld have made ! ' * Dr. H. J. Loken, of Berkeley, ex- 
daimed to his congregation^ and went on to declare that 
his subject was of a deeply religious nature, pointing out 
that his criticisms had been of religion as fonnd in the 
chnrches and not against Chrlstianity itself. 

One thing I do clearly recoUect of those two days before 
Jack 'a ashes were placed npon the Little Hill : Eliza and I 
walked there alone in a wintry sunset. Hazen, who had 
preceded ns with a spade to mark the spot, received his 
instmctions about the red boulder. Six horses were needed 
to move it npon the steep knoU. 

On Sunday moming, November 26, Ernest Matthews, 
accompanied by George Sterling, bronght the nm from 
Oakland. We wreathed it with f ems and with yellow prim- 
roses from the sweet old garden. With the primroses, as 
a tribute to Jack's adopted home, Hawaii, I wonnd the 
withered rust-colored leis of ilima once given Jack in Hono- 
lulu by Frank Unger and Colonel Sam Parker, now, too, 
both under the ground. One terrible moment was mine 
when, in the rain, I carried the small, light vessel to the 
wagon, the same in which Jack had so blithely driven his 
f our. The um seemed to gather weight until I thought I 
should be pressed to the earth, but I reached the hands that 
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placed it npon the hight seat bef ore it had become insupport- 
able» 

Elìza and I, together, and my people, f oUowed the horaes 
at a dìptance. When we had ali gathered npon the dripping 
slope, Mr. Qt. h. Parslow, our oldest ranchmany reoeived the 
um f rom Ernest Matthews, and set it^ wìth ìts flowers, in the 
tile already cemented into the ground. At that moment a 
great flood of sun-gold spilled npon ns f rom a break in the 
leaden &ky. 

Ab the trowel relentlessly fiUed the space withìn the 
tile, with that curions transparency of mind in crises in 
which details stand out, I observed wìth satisfaction that 
was a reflection of Jaok's effective sense of proportion, that 
exactly the rìght proportion of mortar had been mixed, 
not a trowelfnl too mnch or too little. 

No word stirred the hnsh. No prayer, f or Jack London 
prayed to no God but hnmanity. The men, nnooveredy 
reverente stood abont among the trees, and when their 
senior had risen^ the stone was roUed into place. 

Before we tumed to retrace onr forlom steps to the 
honse, it had come to me, once and f orever, that this nnpre* 
tentious sepulture beneath the tali pine was bnt a self- 
chosen memoriaL Death, wìth Jack, had not seemed like 
death. Nature had slipped the moorings, and he, ^'bold 
sailor of the grey-green sea/' had gone out with the tide, 
gallanti victorious, cruising beyond the outer reef, into the 
West, to a paradise of green landa with an ocean of sails 
just over the bill. This rugged monument, by bis own wish, 
could never be a place for mouming, a spot to sadden his 
sweet and happy mountaìnside. And, by that wish and 
whatever gods may be, it never has been. Beautiful, sing- 
ing with birds, vocal wìth winds among the tree-tops, Jack's 
Little Hill appeals only to contemplation and tender melan- 
choly. There is nothing better than that the pilgrim, 
standing above the mellow purple boulder, should say : 

'^By the TurUes of Tasman, he was a man I" 
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Mexican War Correspondence from Vera CruB— oollqsb's weeklt: 

The Red Game of War, May 16. 

With Funston's Men, May 23. 

Mexico 's Army and Ours, May 30. 

Stalking the Pestilence, June 6. 

The Trouble-Makers of Mexico, June 13. 

The Law-Qivers, June 20. 

Our Adventures in Tampico, June 27. 
Told in the Drooling Ward — the bookman, June. 
The Star Bover — ^amebioan sundat monthlt magazinb, Sep- 
tember 6, 1914-October 3, 1915. 

1915 

The Little Lady of the Big House — oobmopoutan magatine, Aprii, 
1915, to January, 1916. 
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1916 

Onr Ouiltleoi Soapegoats, the Stricken of Molokai (article) 

uo liBDQEB, Philadelphia, June 21. 
Politica and Leprosy — pubuo ledgeb^ Philadelphia, Augnst 6. 
My Hawaiian Aloha (three articles)— oosmopolitan uamazsne, 

September*Noyember. 
The Bjiasy — oosmopoutan icAGASNEy December. 

1917 

Jerry — oosmopolitan, January- Aprii. 

The Eanaka Surf (Man of Mine)— heabst'b iugaonb, Febmary. 

Like Argus of the Ancient Times — ^heabst's ìULOAmsm, March. 

Michael— OOSMOPOLITAN, May-October. 

The Bones of Eahetdli—OOBMOPOLITAN, Jiily. 

1918 

When Alice Told Her Soni — oosmopolita^ magazine. March. 
The Princess — oosmopolitan haoazinb, Jiue. 
The Tears of Ah Eim — oosmopolitan maoazinb, July* 
The Water Baby — oosmopolitan magazinb, September. 
The Bed One — oosmopolitan magazine, October. 
In the Cave of the Dead (Shin Bones}-— oosmopoutan 
November. 

1919 

On the Makaloa Mat— oosmopolitan maoazine, March. 
Hearts of Three— n. t. joubnal, May 11, June 21. 



BOOES 

1 — THB 80N OF THB WOLF, Houghtcn, Mi£Biii Company, Aprii 7, 

1900. 
(GoUected storìeB) 
The White SUence 
The Son q£ the Wolf 
The Men of Forty Mile 
In a Far Country 
To the Man on Trail 
The Priestly Prerogative 
The Wisdom of the Trail 
The Wif e of a King 
An Odyssey of the North 

2 — THX GOD OF BIS FATHEB8, McClure, Phillips ft Company, May, 

1901. 
(Collected stories) 

The Ood of His Fathers 

The Qreat Interrogation 

Which Makes Men Bemember 

Siwaah 

The Man with the Gash. 

Jan, the Unrepentant 

Qrit of Women 

Where the Trail Forks 

A Danghter of the Aurora 

At the Bainbow's End 

The Scom of Women 

3 — ^A DAUOHTEB OF THE SN0W8, J. B. Lippincott Co., October, 1902. 
(Novel) 

4— -CHnj>BEN OF THE VBO&T, The Macmillan Company, September, 

1902. 
(CoUected stories) 

In the Forests of the North 
The Law of Life 
Nam-Bok the Unveracioua 
The Master of Mystery 
The Sunlanders 
The Sickness of Lone Chief 
Eeesh, the Son of Eeesh 
The Death of Ligoun 

4Xn 
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Li Wan, the Fair 

The League of the Old Men 

5— THE CRUiSB OF THE DAZZLEB, The Century Co., October, 1902. 
(JuvenUe) 

6 — THE CALii OF THE WILD, The Macmillan Company, July, 1903. 
(Novel) 

7 — THE KEICPTON-WACE LETTERS, The Macmillan Company, May, 

1903. 
(A series of Philosophical Lettera on Love. Written in CoUab- 
oration with Anna Stmnaky.) 

8 — THE PEOPLE OF THE ABYBB, The Macmillan Company, November, 

1903. 
(Firat-hand observation of the East End of London.) 

9 — THE FAiTH OF MEN, The Macmillan Company, Aprii, 1904. 
(Collected stories) 

A Belic of the Pliocene 

A Hyperborean Brew 

The Faith of Men. 

Too Much Gold 

The One Thousand Dozen 

The Marriage of Lit-Lit 

Batard 

The Story of Jees-Uck 

10 — THE BEA woiiF, The Macmillan Company, October, 1904. 
(Nove!) 

11 — ^WAB OF THE OLASSES, The Macmillan Company, Aprii, 1905. 
(Sociological essays) 
The Class Struggle 
The Tramp 
The Scab 

The Qnestion of the Maximum 
A Review (Contradictory Teachera). 
Wanted: A New Law of Development 
How I Became a Socialist 

12 — THE GAME, The Macmillan Company, June, 1905. 
(Novel) 

13 — TALBs OF THE FiSH PATROL, The Macmillan Company, Septem- 

ber, 1905. 
(Juvenile) 

White and Yellow 

The King of the Crooks 

A Baid on 03rster Pirates 

The Siege of the "Lancashire Queen" 
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Charley's Coup 
Demetrios Contos 
Tellow Handkerchief 

14 — ^MOON-FAOE ANE OTHEB ST0RIE8, The Macmillan Company, Sep- 

tember, 1906. 
(CoUected stories} 

Moon-Face : A Story of a Mortai Antipathy 

The Leopard Man's Story 

Locai Color 

Amateur Night 

The Minions of Midas 

The Shadow and the Flash 

Ali Gold Canyon 

Planchette 

15— 8G0BN OF woMSK, The Macmillan Company, November, 1906. 
(Play) 

16 — ^WHiTB FANO, The Macmillan Company, September, 1906. 
(Novel) 

17 — ^LOVE OF UFB, AND OTHEB sTOBiES, The Macmillan Company, 

September, 1907. 
(Collected stories) 
Love of Life 
A Day's Lodging 
The White Man's Way 
The Story of Eeesh 
The Unexpected 
Brown Wolf ^ 

The Sun Dog Trail 
Negore, the Coward 

18— BEFOBB ADAM, The Macmillan Company, February, 1907. 
(Novel) 

19 — THE BOAD, The Macmillan Company, November, 1907. 
(Tramping Experiences) 
Confession 
Holding Her Down 
Pictnres 
"Pinched'' 
The Pen 

Hoboes that Pass in the Night 
Boad-Kids and Gay-Cats 
Two Thonsand Stiffs 
Bulla 

20 — TKE IBON HEEL, The Macmillan Company, February, 1908. 
(Novel) 
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21 — ^MABTiN EDEsr, Thè Macmillan C!ompan7, September» 1909. 
(Semi-autobiographic Novel) 

22— LOBT FACE» The Macmillan Company, Mareh, 1910. 
(Gollected storìes) 
LostFace 
Trust 

To Bnild a Fìre 
That Spot 
Flnsh of Gold 

The Passing of Marcus CBrien 
The Wit of Porportuk 

23 — ^B870LX7noNy The Macmillan Company, March, 1910. 
(Soeiological Essays and Others) 
Bevolption 
The Somnambulists 
The Dignity of Dollars 
Ooliah 

The Golden Poppy 
The Shrinkage of the Planet 
The House Beautiful 
The Gold Hunters of the North 
Foma Gordyéeff 
These Bones Shall Rise Again 
The Other AnimaU 
The Yellow Perii 
What Life Means to Me 

24 — BUBNiNQ DAYiiiaHTy Tho Macmillan Company, October, 1910. 
(Novel) 

25— THEFT, The Macmillan Company, November, 1910. 
(Play) 

26 — ^WHEK GOD liAUGHS, The Macmillan Company, January, 1911. 
(Gollected stories) 

When God Laughs 
The Apostate 
A Wicked Woman 
Just Meat 
Created He Them 
The Chinago 
Make Westing 
Semper Idem 
A Nose for the King 
The Francis Spaight 
A Curious Fragment 
A Piece of Steak 
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27— ADVBNTUEiB, The Macmillan Company, March, 1911. 

(Novd) 
28— THB CBtnsB OF THB 8NABK, The Macmillan* Company, Jnne, 

1911. 
(Artìdes) 

Poreword. 

The Inconceivable and Monatrow 

Adventnre 

Finding One's Way Abont 

The First Landf ali 

A Boyal Sport 

The Lepers of Molokai 

The House of the Snn 

A Pacific Traverse 

Typee 

The Nature Man 

The High Seat of Abmidance 

Stone-Fishing of Bora Bora 

The Amateur Navigator 

Cruising in the Solomons 

Beche de Mer English 

The Amateur M.D. 

Backword 

a9—«OT7TH BEA. TALBS, The Macmillan Company, October, 191L 
(CoUected stories) 

The House of Mapuhi 

The Whale Tooth 

Maùki 

*'Tah! Tah! Tahl'* 

The Heathen 

The Terrible Solomons 

The Inevitable White Man 

The Seed of McCpy 

80— A flOK OF THE SUN, Doublcday, Page ft Company, May, 1912. 
(CoUected stories) 
A Son of the Sun 

The Proud Ooat of Aloysius Pankbum 
The Devila of Fuatino 
The Jokers of New Gibbon 
A Little Account with Swithin Hall 
A Oobotu Night 
The Feathers of the Sun 
The Pearls of Parlay 

31 — THB HOUSE OF PBiDB, The Macmillan Company, March, 1912. 
(CoUected stories) 

The House of Pride 
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Eoolau the Leper 
Qood-by, Jack ! 
Aloba Oe 
Chnm Ah Chun 
The Sheriff of Eona 

32 — SMOKE BELLEW TALES, The Century Co., October, 1912. 
The Taste of the Meat 
The Meat 

The Stampede to Sqnaw Creek 
Shorty Dreams 
The Man on the Other Bank 
The Race f or Number Three 
The Little Man 

The Han^g of Gultus George 
The Mistake of Creation 
A Flutter in Eggs 
The Town-Site of Tra-Lee 
Wonder pf Woman 

sa— THE NIGHT BOBN, The Century Co., Pebruary, 1913. 
(CoUected stories) 
The Night Bom 
The Madness of John Hamed 
When the World Was Yonng 
The Benefit of the Doubt 
Winged Blackmail 
Bnnches of Knnckles 
War 

Under the Deck Awnings 
To Eill a Man 
The Mezican 

34 — THE ABYSMAL BRUTE, The Ccntury Co., May, 1913. • 
(Novel) 

35 — JOHN BARLEYCORN, The CentUTy Co., Augast, 1913., 
(Autobiographical novel) 

36— THE VALLEY OF THE MOON, The Maemillan Company, October, 

1913. 

(Novel) 

37 — THE STBENQTH OF THE STBONG, The Macmillan Company, May, 

1914. 
(Collected stories) 

The Strength of the Strong 
South of the Slot 
The Unparalleled Invasion 
The Enemy of Ali the World 
The Dream of Debs 
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The Sea Farmer 
Samud 

38 — THE HUTiNY OF THE ELSiNOBB, The Macmiìlan Company, Sep- 

tember, 1914. 
(Nove!) 

39 — THE SOASLET PLAGUB, The Macmillan Company, May, 1915. 
(Novel) 

40 — THE 8TAK BOVEB, The Macmillan Company, October, 1915. 
(Novel) 

41 — THE ACOBN PLANTEB, The Macmillan Company, Febraary, 1916. 
(Play) 

42 — THE LITTLE LADY OF THE BIG HOUSE, The Macmillan Company, 

Aprii, 1916. 
(Novel) 

43 — THE TUBTLES OF TASMAN, The Macmillan Company, September, 

1916. 
(Collected storìes) 

By the Turtles of Tasman 
The Eternity of Forms 
Told in the Drooling Ward 
The Hobo and the Fairy 
The Prodigai Father 
The First Poet 
Finis 
The End of the Story 

(Thig was the last hook pnblished before Jack London 's death on 

November 22, 1916.) 

44— THE HUMAN DRiFT, The Macmillan Company, February, 1917. 
(Artides arranged by Jack London for publication shortly 
before bis death, and published posthnmously.) 
The Homan Drift 

Nothing that Ever Came to Anything 
That Dead Men Bise Up Never 
Small-boat Sailing 
Fonr Horses and a Sailor 
A Classic of the Sea 
A Wicked Woman (Cnrtain Kaiser) 
The Birth Mark (Sketch) 

45— JEBBY OF THE I8LANDS, The Macmillan Company, Aprii, 1917. 
(Novel) 

46— laoHAEL BBOTHEB OF JBBBT, The Macmillan Company, No- 
vember, 1917. 



414 APPENDIX 

47— THB ED> ONE, The Macmillan Ck>mpaiiy, October, 1918. 
(Colleeted stories) 
The Bed One 
The Hus^ 

Like Arg^is of the Ancient Times 
The Princess 

4&— OM THE MAKALQà KAT, The Macmillan Company, September, 
1919, 
(Colleeted stories) 

On the Makaloa Mat 

The Bones of Kahekili 

When Alice Told Her Soni 

Shìn-Bones 

The Water Baby 

The Tears of Ah Eim 

The Eanaka Snrf 

49— HBiLBTS OF THKEB, The Macmillan Company, September, 1920. 
(Novel for moving-pictnre, with ezplimatory Preface.) 

Other collections, snch as War Notes ( Japanese-Bnssian, and Vera 
Cruz, 1914), and Prìxe-Fight artieles, will be issned in conrss 
of time. 
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